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PREFACE 



BY THE EDITOR. 



1 HE Poems which 4 take the liberty of 
publishing were neveir ilMen^Ied by the Author 
to pass beyond the circle of his friends. He 
thought, wiA some justice, that what arc 
called Occasional Foems must be always 
insipid and uninteresting to the greater part 
of their readers. The particular situations 
in which they were written, the character 
of the author and of bis associates, all these 
peculiarities must be known and felt before 
we can enter into the spirit of such com- 
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IV PREFACE. 

positions. This consideration would have 
always, I believe, prevented Mr. Little 
from submitting these trifles of the moment 
to the eye of dispassionate criticism ; and if 
their posthumous introduction to the world 
be injustice to his memory, or intrusion on 
the public, the error must be imputed to the 
injudicious partiality of friendship. 

Mr. Little died 91 J^is one*and-t wentieth 
year ; and most of these Poems were written 
at so early a period,' that their errors may 
claim some indulgence from the critic : their 
author, as unambitious atr indolent, scarce 
ever looked beyond the moment of compo* 
sition*, he wrote as he pleased, careless 
whetb^er he pleased as he wrote. It may 
likewise be remembered, that they were all 
the productions of an age when the passions 
very often give a colouring too warm to the 
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Imagination ; and this may palliate, if it 
cannot excuse, that air of fcvity which per-- 
vftdes so many of them. The " aurea Icgge, 
" s'ci place ci h'ce," he too much pursued, 
a,fid too much inculcates. Few can regret 
this mote sincerely than myself; and if my 
friend had lived, the judgment of riper years 
would have chastened his mind, and tem« 
pered the luxuriance of his fancy. 

Mr. Little gave much of his time to the 
study of the amatory writers. If ever he 
expected to find in the ancients that delicacy 
of sentiment and variety of fancy which are 
s6 necessary to refine and aninfate the poetry 
of love, he was much disappointed. I know, 
not any on^ of them who can be regarded 
as a model in that style ; Ovid made love 
like a rake, and Propertiu's like a school- 
master. The mythological allusions of the 
a 
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latter are called erudition by his commenta- 
tors J hut .such osteiatatious display, upon a 
subject so simple as love, woidd be now 
esteemed vague and puerile, and was even 
in his own times pedantic. It is astonishing 
that so many critics have preferred him to 
the pathetic Tibulluaj but I believe the 
defects which a common reader condemns 
have been looked upon rather as beauties by 
those erudite men, the commentators, who 
find a field for their ingenuity and research 
in his Grecian learning and quaint . obsciH 
rities, 

• Tibullus abounds with touches of fine and 
natural feeling. The idea of bis unexpected 
return to. Delia, *« Tunc veniam subito,"* 
^' i« imagined with all the delicate ardour 

* Lib. 1. Eleg. 3. 
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of a lover ; and the sentiment, df *' nee te 
" posse carere vfefim," however colloquial 
the expression may have been, is natural, 
and from the heart. But, in my opinion, 
the Poet of Verona possessed more genuine 
feeling than ar^ of them. JJis life waSj 1 
belieye, uftfortun.ate 5 his .associates were 
wild and abandoned j and the warmth of his- 
nature took too niuch advantage of the luti- 
ti^de which the morals qf those tim.ee io cri- 
miixally allowed to the passions-... .AH .this.- 
depraved his iftiagination, and made., it the 
slave of his senses : but still '3 native stasi-.' 
bility is often v^ry war,mjy per^c^ptiibk -,: ^nd 
whqn he touches on pat]K)s, he -re^cheg the 
he^rt immediately. 'Xhpy l^ho have felt the 
sweets of return to a home from which they 
have long been absept, will confess., the 
beauty of those sfimple, unaftectcii Hnes : 
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O quid solutis est beatius curis! 
Cum mens onus reponit, ac pcregrino 
Lahore fessi venimus Larem ad nostrum, 
Desldera toque acquiescimus lecto. Carm. xxxii. 

His sorrows on the death of his brother 
are the very tears of poesy i and when he 
complains of the ingratitude of mankind, 
even the ineifperienced cannot but sympa- 
thize with him. I wish I were a poet •, I 
should endeavour to catch, by translation, 
the spirit of those beauties which I admire* 
so warmly. It seems to have been peculiarly 
the fate of Catullus, that the better and 
more vahiable part of his poetry has not 
reached us s for there h confessedly nothing 
in his extant works to -authorize the epithet 



* In the following Poems, there is a translation of 
one of his finest Carmiuai bi^t 1 faacy it is only \ 
schoolboy's essay, and deserves to be praised for little 
more than the attempt. 
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bim.by the anciedtis* If time had s^fcred 
the jx8t to escape, we perhaps sbduld bay^ 
foutid aasiongst them sonle more purely ^pa^ 
taiy ; but of those, we posee^Sj • can . f hqre J)e 
a sweeter specimen of. warm, yet qhi^sten^d 
djOScription, than bis loyes of Agme znd 
Septimins ; and the feMr< little 'a€t(>gs of 4alr 
liance to Lesbia are dislinguifih^d by such 
an exqui&ite piayfulpesf, lh»t they have al- 
ways been assumed as models by the most 
elegant modern Latinists. Stlll> I must 
confess, in the midst of these beauties, 

Medio de fonte leporum- 

Surgit amari aliquid, quod in ipsis floriLus angat.* 

It has often been remarked, that die 
ancients knew nothing of gallantry ; and we 

' ' * Lucretius* 

\ 

a 3 
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are told there was too much eincerit]^ intlieir 
love to allow them to trifle with the «ein<^ 
blance of passipn. But I cannot perceive 
that they were any thing more constant than 
the moderns; they felt all the same dls^ipa* 
tion of the heart, though they knew not 
those seductive graces by which gallantry 
almost teaches it to be amiable. Wotton^ 
the learned advocate for the moderns, de- 
serts them in considering this point of com-* 
parison, and praises the ancients for their 
ignorance of such a refinement-, but he 
seems to have collected his notions of -gal- 
lantry from the insipid fadeursof the French 
romances, which ate very unlike the senti- 
mental levity, the " grata protervitas,** of 
a Rochester or a Sedley. 

From what I have had an opportunity of 
observing, the early poets of our own Ian- 



guage.were the modds which Mn Little 
selected fox imitation. To attain their aim- 
plt€ity (xvo rarlssima nostro simpUcitas) was 
bis fondest ambition. He could not iiave 
aimed at a grace more difficult of attam-- 
ment -y* and his life wa^ of too short a date 
to allow him to perfect such a taste; but 
how far he was likely to have succeeded^ 
the. critic may judge from his productions. 

I have fonndi among his papers^ a nove{> 
in rather an imperfect. state> which^ as soon 
as I have arranged and collected it, shall be 
submitted to the public eye. 



* It is a curious illustration of the labour which sim- 
plicity rec^mtes, that the Ramblers of Johnson, elabo- 
rate as they appear, were written with fluency, and sel- 
dom required revision ; while the simple language of 
Rousseau, which seems to come flowing from the heart, 
was the slow production of painful labour, pausing on 
every word, and balancing every sentence. 
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Where Mr. Little was born, or wfcat is 
the genealogy of his parents, are points in 
which very few readers can be interested. 
His life was one of those humble streams 
which have scarcely a name in the map of 
life, and the traveller may pass it by with* 
out inqtiiring its source or idirection. His 
character was well known to all who were 
acquainted wi(h him, for he had too much 
vanity to hide its virtues, and not enough of 
art to conceal its defects. ' T&e lighter traits 
of his mind may be traced perhaps in his 
writings; but the few for which he was 
valued live only in the remembrance of his 
friends. 
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-*«o>>» 

TO 

JULIA, 

IH ALLUSION TO 80M£ ILLIBEJIAL CXITICIS1S#» 



Wi 



HY, let the stinglesa critic chide 
With all that fume of vacant pnde, 
Which mantlea o'er the pedant fool, 
Like vapour on a stagnant pool! 
Oh ! if the song, to feeling true. 
Can please the' eled, the sacred few. 
Whose souls, by Tafte and Nature taught, 
Thrill with the genuine pulse of thought— 
If some fond feeling maid like thee, 
Thee warm-eyM child pf Sympathy, 
Shall say, while o'er my simple theme 
She languishes in Passion^s drcana, 
** He was, indeed, a tender soul — 
«< No critic law, no chill controlj 
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.• .-• .'•••;: I *- ' : 

' ^ySh9ul4cv^£rCe2fr, by timid art, 
" The flowlngs of so fond a heart !" 
Yes, soul of NatQi?e ! sotil qf hmt ! 
That, hovering like a snow-wiugM dove, 
Breath'd o'er my cradle warbllngs vsrild. 
And haird me Passion's warmest child ! 
Grant me the tear from Beauty's eye, 
From Feeling's breast the votive sigh ; 
Oh ! let my song, my memory find 
A shrine within the tender mind ; 
And I will scorn the critic^s chide. 
And i will scorn tlie fume of pride, ' ' ' 
Which mantles o'er the pedant fool. 
Like vapour oo a st^ghant pooli 



TO 

A L A D Yi 

jriTH SOMS MuJNUSCRlPT POEMS, 
ON LEAVING THE COUNTRY. 



W, 



HEN, casting many a look behind, 
I leave the friends I cherish here. 
Perchance some ot-her friends to find, 
But surely finding none so dear: 
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Haply the little aiiBpIe page. 

Which TOtivc tbua I've traced for thee, 
May now and then a look engage, 

And steal a nsofsent's thoaght for me. 

But oh ! in pity let not those 

Whose hearts are not of gentle mould, 
Let not the eye that seldom flows 

With feeling tear,' my song behold. 

For trust me, they who never meir 
With pity, never mtit with love ; 

And they will frown at all Pve feh, 
And all my loving lays reprove. 

But if, perhaps, some gentler mind, 

Which rather loves to praise than blame. 

Should in my page an interest Hitd^ 
And linger kindly on my name ; 

Tell him, — or, oh ! if gentler stiU, 
By female lips my.nancne be blest ; 

Ah ! where do all a£Becrtion$ thrill 
So sweetly as in woman's breaot ? 

Tell her, that he whose. loying themes 
Her eye indulgent wandccfi o'er, 

Could someti^nea wake from idje^dri^aisip^;? 
And bolder fligl^tS: of faivcy^joatf ; ' ^ 
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That Glory oft would daim the lay, 
And Friendship oft his numbers move ; 

But whisper then,: that, ** sooth to say, 
** His sweetest song wasigiVn to I*ove I*' 



TO 

MRS. 

If, in the dream that hovers 
Around my sleeping mind, 

Fancy thy form discovers. 

And paints thee naeitlag kind ; 

If joys frona sleep I borrow, 
Sure thou'lt forgive me this j 

For he who wakes to sorrow. 
At least may dream of bliss I 

Oh ! if thou art, in seeming. 
All that I've c er requirM ; 

Oh ! If I feel, in dream i&g, . 
All that r«e e.'«r.^dt8i^'d$: 

Wilt-tlmu fotgireriiy taking 
A kisa, ^r— — eom^lnng more? 

Wfcirt thou ^xefnt xAe wakitig, 
Oh Mel^ toe «lfember o'er t • - 



POBMS* 

TO THE LARGE AND BEAUTIFUL^ 
MISS -. 



Iir ALLUSION TO SOME ^4|tTVEIl8BIf IN A LOTTlRT 
SHABJC. 



IMPROMPTU. 



' Ego pars • 



In wedlock a species of lotteiry lies, 
Where in Wanks and in prizes wc deal ; 

But how comes it, that you, such a capita! prizes 
Should so long have remain din the wheel? 

If ever, by Fortune's indiilgent decree, 

To me such a ticket should roll ; 
A sixteenth, Heav'n knows ! were sufficient for me. 

For what could I do with the ^who/s ? 
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TO 

JULIA. 



Wi 



£LL| Julia, if to love, and Mic 
'Mid all the pleasures love can give. 

Be crimes that bring damnation ; 
You— you and I have giv'n such scope 
To loves and joys, we scarce can hope. 

In heav'n, the least salvation ! 

And yet, I think, did Heav'n design 
That blisses dear, like yours and mine, 

Should be our own undoing ; 
It had not made my soul so warm. 
Nor giv'n you such a witching form, 

To bid me dote on ruin t 

Then wipe away that timid tear, 
Sweet truant ! you have nought to fear. 

Though you were whelro'd in sin ; 
Stand but at heaven's gate awhile, 
And you jo like an angel smile, 

They can't but let you tn> 
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INCONSTANCY. 

-/jlND do I then wonder that Juha deceives me. 

When surely there's nothing In nature more 

common ; 

She vows to be trtrc, and while vowing she leaves 

me — 

But cduld I expect any more from a woman ? 

Oh ! woman^ your heart is a pitiful treasure, 

And Mahomet's doctrine was not too severe. 
When he thought you were only materials of plea- 
sure. 
And reason and thinking were out of your 
sphere. 

By your heart, when the fond sighing lover can 
win it, 
He thinks that an age of anxiety's paid ; - 
But, oh ! while he 's blest, let him die on the 
minute — 
If he live but a day^ he 'U be surely betrayed. 
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IMITATION OF CATULLUS.* 

TO HIMSBLF. 

Miser CatuUe, desinas ineptire, &c. 

Vj(£AS£ the sighing fool to play ; 
Cease to trifle life away ; 
Nor vainly think those joys thine own» 
Which all, alas ! have falsely flown ! 
What hours, Catullus, once. were thine. 
How fairly seem'd thy day to shine, 
When lightly thou didst iiy to meet 
The girl, who smiPd so rosy sweet — 
The girl thou lov'dst with fonder pain 
Than e*cr thy heart can feel again, 
Vou nnet — your souls seem'd all in one — 
Sweet little sports were said and done<— 
Thy heart was warm enough for both, 
And hers, indeed, was nothing loath. 

* Few poets knew better than Catullus what a French 
wxiter calls 

la delicatesse 

D'un voluptueux sentiment ; 

but his passions too often obscuied his imagination. £ 
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Such were the hours that ancc were thine. 
But, ah I those hours no longer shine ; 
For now the nymph delights no more 
In what she lov'd so dear before ; 
And all Catullus now can do. 
Is to be proud and frigid too } 
Nor follow where the wanton flies. 
Nor sue the bliss that she denies. 
False maid I he bids farewell to thee, 
To love, and all love's misery. 
The hey-day of his heart is o'er, 
Nor will he court one favour more ; 
But soon he '11 see thee droop thy head, 
Doom'd to a lone and loveless bed, 
When none will seek the happy night. 
Or come to traffic in delight ! 
Fly, perjur'd girl ! — but whither fly ? 
Who now will prai?e, thy check and eye ? 
Who now will driok the sy^ren tone. 
Which tells him thou art all his owij,,? 
Who now -will court thy wild deUghta, . 
Thy honey kiss, and turtle bites ? 
Oh ! none.— And he who lov'd before . 
Can never, n^v^r low tl^^ more ! 
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EPIGRAM.* 

X OUR mother says, my little Venus* ' 
There's something not correct between us. 

And you 're in fault as much as I :-^ 
Now, on my soul, my Httle Venus, 
I think 't would not be right, between U9> 

To let your mother tell & lie ! 



TO 

JULIA- 

X HOtJGH Fate, my girl, may bid m part. 
Our souls it cannot, shall not sever ; 

The heart will seek its kindred heart, 
And cling to it as close as ever. * 

But must we, must we part indeed ? 

Is all our dream of raptune over ^ 
And does not Julia's bosom bleed 

To l$ave so dear, so fond a lover \ 

* I believe this epigram is originally French. £• 
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Does she too mourn ? — Perhaps she may, 
Perhaps she weeps our blisses fleeting. 

But why is Julia's eye «c>gay> 

If Julia's heart, like mine, is beating ? 

1 oft have lov'd the brJlKant glow 

Of rapinre io her blue eye streaming.— 

But can the bosom Ueed with woe, 
While joy is in the glances beaming ? 

No, no! yet, lore, I will ftot chide, 

Although your heart mtere fond of tovf ng j 

Nor that, nor all the world beside, 

Could keep your faithful boy from loving. 

You '11 soon be distant from his eycj 

And, with you, all that h worth possessing. 

Oh ! then it will be sweet to die. 
When life has lost its only blessing ! 
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S O N G. 



bw££T seduqer ! blandly smiling^ 
Charming 8till» -and still beguilix^i 
Oft I 8wor€ to love thee never. 
Yet I love thee more than ever I 

Why that little ^wanton bIushiog> 
Glancing eye, and bosom flushing ? 
Flushing warm, and wily glaojcing. 
All is lovely, all entrancing ! 

Turn away those lips of blisses— 
I am poisoa'd by thy kisses 1 
Yet, agaia, ah ! tiira tbem to me: 
Rain's sweet, when they undo me I 

Oh ! be less, be less enchanting, 
Let some little grace be wanting i 
Let my eyes, when I 'm expiring) 
Gaze awhile, without admiring ! 
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NATURE'S LABELS. 



A FRAGMENT* 



I 



N vain we fondly strive to tracf^ 
The soul- 8 refledion in the face ^ 
In vain we dwell on lines and crossesi 
Crooked mouthy or short proboscis ; 
Boobies have looked as wise and bright 
As Plato or the Stagirite ^ 
And many a sage and learned skull 
Has peep'd through windows dark and dull ! 
Since then^ though art do all it can. 
We ne'er can reach the inward man, 
Nor inward woman from without^- 
(Though, Ma'am, you smiie, as if'iri doubt) 
I think 'twere well if Mature coiuld 
(And Nature could, if Nature would) 
Some pretty^ shcirt descriptions wrife 
On tablets large, in black and white. 
Which she might hang about our throttles^ 
Like labels upon physic^bottles. 
There we might riead of all>-«bu't stay— >• 
As learned dialedics say^ 
The argument most apt and ample. 
For common use, is the example : 
c 
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For instance, then — if Nature's care 
Had not arranged those traits so fair. 
Which speak the soulofljuey L-nc^on^ 
This is the label she'd have pinn'd on-: 

LABBL FIRST. 

Within tils vase there lies enshrined ' 
The purest, brightest gem of mind ! 
Though Feeling's hand may som'efimcs throw 
Upon its charms the shade of woe. 
The lustre of the gem, when veiPd, 
Shall be but mclfow'd, not conceal*d* 



Now, Sirs, imagine, if you're able, * • 
That Naturfc wrote a second label. 
They're her' own words— at least supposfc 
And boldly pin it on Pompo'so. 



• LABEL SECONB. 

When '.I'cotnpo^^ the fustian hraift 
Of this,redbubted Captaihi ¥am; 
1 had at hand but fe^v ingrhiients. 
And so was forced to use expedient*. 
I put therein beme small discerning, 
A grain of sense, a grain of learning ; 
And when I saw the void behind, 
I fiird it up witk*— froth and wind ! 



POEMSk' J 5 



TO 

MRS. 

II) WEET lady ! look not thus again ; 

Tii09e little pouting smties recall 
A maid remembered now with patn, 

Who-wasmybve, mf life,, my all f 

Oh ! while this heart delirious took 
Sweet poison from herthnUing cy e> 

Thus would she pout* and lifip* andiook. 
And I would hear, arnd gaze, andi^gh ! 

Yes, I did love her— madly love — 
She was the sweetest,, best deceiver I 

And oft she swore she'd never rove ; 
And I was destined to believe her I 

Then, Lady, do not wear the smile 
Of her whose smile could thus betray. 

Alas ! I think the lovely wile 

Again might steal my heart away. 

And when the spell, th^t stole my mind, 
On lips so pure as thine I see, 

1 fear the heart which she resign'd 
Will err again, and By to thee ! 



rtrr-r7sr9 



1 6 FO£MS« 



SONG. 



W H Y, the world are aU thinking abobt it, 

And aaformyself, I can swear. 
If I fancied that heaven were without it, 

I'd scarce feci a wish to go there. 

If Mahomet would hut receive me, 

And Paradise be as he paints ; 
I'm greatly afraid, God forgive me ! 

I'd worship the eyes of his saints. 

But why should I think of a trip 
To the Prophet's seraglio above, 

When Phillida gives me her lip. 
As my own little heaven of love ! 

Oh ! Phyllis, that kiss may be sweeter 

Than ever by mortal was given ; 
But your lip, love, is only St. Peter, 

And keeps but the key to yoor heaven ! 



■&■ 



JULIA. 1 



M( 



LOCK me no ,mbiis mith J^^^i bi^uiliog 
dream, . / ' ' 

One Bvcditoffrundib^ oay/df cold cstaemy 
Is dearer far thaa Passion's bland deceit I 

I've heard you oft eternal troth declare ; 

Your heart was only wine, i once belicv'd. - 
Ah ! shall I say that all your vows were air ; 

And must I say* my hopes were all deceived ! 

Vow, then, no longer that our souls are twin'd, 
That all our joys are felt with mutual zeal, 

Julia I 'tis pity, pity makes you kind, 

You know I love, and you would seem to feel. 

But shall I still go revel in those arms 

On bliss, in which affedion takes no part ? 

No, no ! farewell ! you give me bat your charms, 
When I had fondly thought you gave your 
heart ! 

-c 3 



1 8 POEMS. 



IMPROMPTU- 

JLiOOK in my eyes, my blushing fair \ 

Thoa'lt 8ee thyself refleded there. 

And as I gaze on thine, I see 

Two little miniatures of me. 
Thus in oar looks some propagation lies, 
For we maie ioMes in each other^s eyes 1 



TO 

ROSA. 

JL/OES the harp of Rosa slumber ? 
Once it breach'd the sweetest number ! 
Never does a wilder song 
Steal the breezy lyre along. 
When the wind, in odours dying, 
Wooes it with enamour 'd sighing. 

Does the harp of Rosa cease ? 
Once it told a tale of peace 
To her lover's throbbing breast — 
Then he was divinely blest ! 



P6E1C8. Xp 

Ah ! bat Rosa loved no more, 
Therefore Roea's 8obg id o'er. 
And her harp negleded Het ; 
And her bojr forgotten nghs. 
Silent haip-^forgotten lovtr-*^ - ' 
Rosa's love and song are over ! 



SYMPATHY. 

TO 

JULIA. 

— — Sine me sit nulla Venus. Sulpicja. 

yjUR hearts, my love, were doomed to be 
The genuine twins of Sympathy, 

They live with one sensation, 
In joy or grief — ^but most in love, 
Our heart-strings musically move. 

And thrill with like vibration. 

How often have I heard thee say, 
Thy vital pulse shall cease to play 

When mine no more is moving ! 
Since now to feel a joy aJone 
Were worse to thee than feeling none — 

Such sytnpathy in loving ! 



20 VMM3. 

Andy oh ! how often ki thobc ef^ 
Which meltii\g bea«i'4i like azure akiet , 

In dewy vereal wtAthtr $ 
How often haw } i^ptnr^d read 
The burning glencey that «fieot Mid^ 

" N0W9 iosre, ^efaeltpg^AerP* 



P I E T T. 



OUEy the pretty nun. 

Prays with warm emotion ; 
Sweetly roHa her eyes 

In love or in devotion ! 

If her pious heart 

Softens to relieve you^ 
She gently shares the fault 

With, " Oh ! may God forgive you !'* 



poems; 21 



JULIA, 



JL SAW the peasant's hand unkind 
From yonder oak the Ivy sever ; 

They seena'd in very being twin'd, , 
Yet now the oak ia fresh as ever. : 

Not so the widow'd ivy shines, 
Tom from its dear and only stay ; 

In drooping widowhood it pines, 
And scatters all if s blooms away ! 

Thas, Jalia, did our hearts entwine^ 
Till Fate disturbed their tender ties : 

Thus gay indifference btoonis in thine, 
While mine, deserted, droops and dies! 



TO 

MRS. 



' amote 

In canuti pensier si disconvene. Guarivi; 

X £S, i tUnk I once heard of an amorous 
yooth 

Who was can^ in his grandmothcr^s bed ; 
But I own I had ne'er such a liquortsh tooth 

As to wish ta be there in his stead. 

'Tis for yotfc, my dear Madam, such conquests to 
make, ♦' 

Antiquarians may value you high. 
But, I swear, I can't love for antiquity's sake. 

Such a pa6r virtuoso am I. 

I hav^ seen maay rAmaaU gilded with cm, 
' : Put the cracks were still plain to the 'eye ; 
And I ne'er felt a passion to venture in there. 
But turn'd up my nose, and pass'd by ! 

I perhaps might have sigh'd in your magical chain. 
When your lip had more freshness to deck it ; 

But I'd hate even Dian herself in the wane^ 
She might then ^o to hell for a Hecate! 



No» no! ^kisti-my beart^v mthea^ ftmoroutf-fet^t^^ 
Which j(» ^HoWf ihtnik HeaveA ! iit case ; 

For by reading the Fathers and Lives effhtSiuntSy 
I keep up a stdck of good grace. 

But then 'tis the creature, fexuriant and fitib , - 
That my. passion with ecstacy owns ; 

For indeed, my dear Madam, tbough^foftd.of ^Aer 
• Jed, 
I never was partial to ioneil 



0» THE 



DEATH OF A LADY. 

bWEET spirit 4 if thy^ry «leep 
Nor secstny tiars^ nor bears my sighs, 

Oh ! I will weep, in luxury weep, 

Till the last heart's-drop fill mine eyA, 



But if thy sainted soul can feel, - - • 

And mingles in our misery ; • * 

Then, then, my breaking heart 111 scalj • 
Thou shah not hear one sigh from mc 1 



24 POEMS* . 

The i^am of mom. waa oa th^: streaiD» 
But sullen clouds tl^e.day deform : 

Thou wert» indeed^ that mornipg beamy 
And deaths alas ! that sullen storm.. 

Thou wert not fcH-m'd for Imng her^, . 

For thou wert kindred with the sky ; . 
Yetj y«t we held thee all $o dear^ 

We thought thou wert not form'd to. die ! 



TO 



JULIA. 



WEET is the dream, divinely sweeti 
When absent souls in fancy meet ! 
At midnight, love ! I'll think of thee ; 
At midnight, love ! oh I think of me $ 

Think that thou giv'st thy dearest kiss, 
And I will think I feel the bliss. 
Then, if thou blush, that blush be mine^ 
And if I weep, the tear be thine 1 



POEU9. 25 

TO — . 

V>i AN 1 again that form caress^ 

Or on that lip in rapture twine ? 
No^ no ! the lip that all Aay press 

Shall nc?er more be pressed by mine. 

Can I again that look rceaH^ 

Which once could make me die for thee i 
No, no ! the eye that burns on all 

Shall never more be priz'd b j- me ! 



WRITTEN IN THE BLANK LEAF 



LADY*S COMMON-PLACE BOOK. 



H. 



L£R£ is one l^af reacfv'd for mcf 
From all thy sweet memorials free ; 
And here my siokple i(H3tg mig^t t^ 
The feelings thou must gjiiess so w«U* 
But could I thui» within ihy mai, 
One little vacant comer fiod^ 



$6 P0EM6. 

Where no impression yet is seeni 
Where no memorial yet has been. 
Oh ! it should be my sweetest care 
To wriit my name for ever therel 



S Q.N a- 



XjLWAY with this pouting and sadncssi 

Sweet girl ! will you nciver give o'er ? 
1 love you, by Heaven I to madness, 

And what can I swear to you more ? 
Believe not the old women's fable, 

yhiit oa*hs are «s short as a- kiss-j - 
I'll love you as long as I'm able, 

And swear for no longer than this. 

Then waste not the time with professions. 

For not to be blest when we can 
Is one of thc-darkest transgressions 

That happen /twiKt woman and man. 
Pretty mora&tl <i^hy thm beginning 

My innoe«fft warmth id^cprove ? 
Heav*n knows<ibat I never lov'd s'mnwg^ 

Except little sinnings in love ! 



If swearing, however, will do It, 

Come, bring me the calendar, pray — 
I vow, by that lip. Til go through it. 

And not miss a saint on my way. 
The angels shall help me to wheedle, 

I'll swear upon every o&e 
That e'er danc'd on the poIi>t of a needle^*' 

Or rode on a beam of the fun I 

Oh ! why should Platonic control, lovr, 

Enchain an emotion so free ? 
Your soul, though a very sweet soul, loyr, 

Will ne'er be sufficient for me# 
If you think,.by this coldness and scorning, 

To seem more angelic and bright, 
Be an angel, my love, in the morning, 

But, oh ! be a woman to-ntght! 



* I believe Mr. Lit^e alluded here to a famous ques- 
tiofn among the early schootmen : <* How many thou- 
'* sand angels could dance on the point of a very fine 
*« needle, without jostling one another ?*' If he. kouM 
have been thinking of the schools, while he was writ* 
ing this song, we cannot say ^< canit hdo^um.** E« 
. • . .:•'• ' ^ .11;. .' . ./. 



. £ vc i:rr : 



28 fOEMi. 



ROSA. 

JLilKE one who trusts to summer skies. 
And puts his little bark to sea. 

Is he who, lur'd by smih'ng eyes, 
Consigns his simple heart to thee, 

For fickle IS the summer winJ, 
And sadly may the bark he tost ; 

For thou art sure to change thy mind, 
'And then the wretched heart is lost t 



^ R O S A. ^ . ,. , 

" " . I. 

v-IH ! why should the girl of my Bogl be 19 
tears 
At a meeting of rapture like this. 
When the glooms of the past and the sorrow of 
years 
Have been paid by a moment of blisa ? 



POEMS. 29 

Are tliey. shed. foe thii£ moment df^blisftfu^ de- 
lighty .•'./. 1 .. 

Which dwells on her memory yet ? . . . 
Do they flow, like the defwaof.tbe'anftorous niglit, 

From the warmth of the «m that ha&m }' 

Oh ! sweet is the tear on that languishing smile. 
That fmile which is loveliest then ; 

And if such are the drops that delight can hegulle» 
Thou shalt weep them again and again I 



RONDEAU. 

ijOOD night ! good night !" — and is it so, 
And most I from my Rosa go ? 
Oh ! Rosa, say " Grood nrght I*' once more. 
And ril repeat it a'cr and o*cr, 
Till the first glance of dawning light 
Shall find us saying, still, «« Good night V . 

And still " Good night," my Rosa say- 
But whisper still " A minute stay V 
And I will stay, and every minute 
Shall have an age of rapture in it' I 
We'll kiss and kiss in quick delight, 
And murmur, while we kiss, « Good night 1'' 
D 3 



30 MEMS. 

*^ Good night i^^ youll mamiur orith a. zigkp 
And tell me it is time to fly : 
And I will vow to kio no mone^ 
Yet kisB you closer than be&rct 
Till siumber seal our weary sigfat^ 
And then> my love ! my soul I Good night ! 



AN ARGUMENT 



PHYLLIS OR CHLOE^ 

I'VE oft been told by karoed friars. 
That wishing and the crime are one, 

And Heaven punishes desires 
As much as if the deed were dose. 

If wishing damns n^, you and I 

Are damn'd^to all our heart's content ; 

Come, then, at least we may enjoy 
Some pleasure for our poniehflfient ! 



P0EU8* ^l 



TO 



ROSA. 



WRITTEN DCRIVO ILLJSftSS. 



jL he wisest Bouly by anguish torn. 
Will soon Jinkarn the bre k knew ; 
And when the stmaing' catkc^^s wofR» 
The gem within wili tarnish too I 

But love's an essence of the soul, 

Which sinks not with this chain of Atj ; 

Which throbs beyond the chill control 
Of withering pain or pale decSiy. 

And surely when the touch of Death 
Dissolf es the sfnrit'a ^mortal tiet* 

Love stiU attends tht soaring bretth. 
And makes it purer for the skies } 

Oh ! Rosa, when, to seek its sphere, 
My soul shall leave this orb of men, 

That love, it found so blissful here. 
Shall be its best of blisses then ! 



32 P0E1I8. 

Andy as in fabled dreams of oldy 
Some airy genius, child of time. 

Presided o'er each star that roll'd. 

And track'd it through its path sublime ^ 

So thou, fair planet, not unled, 

Shalt through thy mortal orbit stray ; 

Thy lover's shade, divinely wed, 

Shall linger round thy wandering way. 

Let other f^irits range the sky,: 
And brighten in the solar gem ; 

1*11 bask beneath that lucid eye. 
Nor envy worlds of suns to them i 

And, oh ! if airy shapes may steal. 
To mingle with a mortal frame,— « 

Then, then, ray love ! — but drop the veil ; 
Hide, hide from Heav'n the unholy flame. 

No ! — when that heart shall cease to beat,. 

And when that breath at length is free ; 
Then, Rosa, soul to soul we'll meet. 

And mingle to eternity 1 



Fo»d8. 33 



ANACREONTIQJJE. 

■ in laebrymas verterat omne merum. 

TiBULLUS, Zii, u £ieg* in 

-L RESS the grape, and let it pour 
Arpund the board its purple shower ; 
And while the drops my goblet steep, 
I'll think— in woe the clusters weep. 

Weep on, weep on> my pouting vine ! 
Heav'n grant no tears, but tears of wine. 
Weep on, and as thy forrows flow, 
ril taste the luxury of tvoe / 



ANACREONTIQUE. 

jC RIEND of my soul j this goblet sip, 

. 'Twill chase that pensive tear ; 
*Tis not so sweet as woman's lip. 
But, oh ! 'tis more sincere. 
Like her delusive beam, 

Twin steal away thy mind ; 
Sut, like Affeftion^s dream, 
It leaves no stiag behind { 



34 POEMS, 

Come, twine the wreath, thy brow« to shade,. 

These flowers were cuU'd at noon ; 
Like woman's bve the rose will hdt, 
But, ah ! not half so soon ! 
For, though the flow'r^s decayed, 

Its fragrance is not o'er ; 
But once when love's bctray'd. 
The heart can bloom no more 1* 



** Neither do I condemn thee ; go, and sin no more*** 

VyH! woman, if by simple wile 

Thy soul has stray*d from honour's track, 

'TIS mercy only can beguile. 

By gentle ways, the wanderer back* 

The stain that on thy virtue lies, 
Wash'd by thy tears, may yet decay ,. 

As clouds that sully morning skies 
May all be wept in showers away. 

Go, go — ^be innocent, and live — 

The tongues of men may wound th.qe. sore ; 
But Heav'n in pity can forgive, 

And bids thee ** go, and sin no more !" 



P0£M8. 35 



LOVE AND MARRIAGE. 

£que breyi Teibb ferre perenne malum. 

SxcuNDUS, Eieg. vm 

iDTILL the question I must parry. 
Still a wayward truant prove ; 

Where I love, I must not mairy, 
Where I marry, cannot love. 

Were she fairest of creation, 
With the least presuming mind i 

Learned without affe£iation. 
Not deceitful, yet refin'd ; 

Wise enough, but never rigid ; 

Gay, but not "too lightly free ; 
'Chaste as snow, aiid yet net frigid ; 

Warm,i yet satisfied with me : 

Were she all this ten times over. 
All thtrt he^v'n to. earth allows ^ 

I should be too much her lover. 
Ever to become her spouse. 

Love will never bear enslaving. 
Summer garments suit him best ; 

Bliss itself is not worth having, 
If we're by compulsion blest. 



36. P0IM5. 

Then tell me, whyj thou child of air! 

Does slumber from her eyelids rove ? 
\Yhat is her heart's impassion'd care ? 

Perhaps, oh! sylph| perhaps 't is &vf / 



NONSENSE, 

VjoOD reader I If you e*cr have seeflj 

When Fhcebus hastens to his pillow^ 
The mcrmaid^y v^ith.t|lew' trusses greeo^ 

Dancipg upon the western billows 
If you have seeo^ at twilight dim^ 
When the l«i|^ spirit's vesper bynui 

Floats wild along the winding shore s 
If you have seen, through mist of eve^ 
The fairy tr^tt their ringlets weave,. 
Glancing along th^ spangkxl gr^foji j 

Ifyouhave sja?hii!yi,tii^% ^n4r9^^:- - 
God bless me ! what a deal you 've seen ! 



TO ' 

JUMA. 

ON BE& BIRTH-DAT. 



W. 



HEN Time wa6>«atwining the garland of 
year?, 
Which to crown my beloved was given ; 
Though some of the leaves might be sullied with 
tears, 
Yet the flowVs were all gathcr'd in heaven ! 

And long may this garland be sweet to the eye. 

May its verdure for ever be new ; 
Young Love shall enrich it with many a sigb, 

And Pity shall fturse it with' dew ! ' * ' ' 



ELEGIAC STANZAS*. 



H 



OW sweetly could I lay my head 
Within the cold grave's sjlent breast,, . ^ . 
Where Sorrow's tears i^o more arc shed, ., 
No more the ills of life molest. 

• . . ' ' ' ' • /I 

* This poem auJ some others of the same pensive 

calt, wc may suppose, wcrfc the refult of the fetv me- 
lancholy moments which aiKfb so short k'nrdf so pledt^mt 
as that of the author «ottlit )Mivtaikr>rtetk ^.£. > 



40 VOEUS. 

For, ah ! roy heart, how very soon 
The glittering dreams of youth are paft J 

And, long before it reach Its. noon. 
The sun of X\^fi is overcast. 



ROSA. 

A far conserva, e curoulo d'amanfi. 

Pasto Fid. 

jlJlND are you then a thing of art, 
Seducing all, and loving none : 

And have I strove to gain a heart 

Which every coxcomb thinks his own ? 

And do you, like the dotard^s fire. 
Which powerless of enjoying any, 

Feeds its abortive, "Sick desire, ' 
By trifling impotent with many ; 

Do you thiis seek to flirt a number. 
And through a round pf danglers run, 

jSecauseyjc^^ir heart's insipid slumber 
Could never wake to/r«/£;>r emi 



JP0ftH9. :4X 

Tell me at onw tf tlnftbetrUc, . 

. Ati4 ItirailcdmiDfjeilbiisiM'etot, . 

Slmllteam to join tine dangling trt^f :.' , 
jLtid &n^ yoar sits^erftwkii Om. ikst* 

But if your heart ^Botsbiroe^ , 

ph! ifaftothek'tbafe thath^rty . . 

Tell not the damning tale to m<^, 
vBut mingle menyvvxthyoor art » /^ 

I 'd rather think ybu Uaok iu hell : •; / 

Than find you to be all divine. 
And know that heart could love so well. 

Yet know that heart would nol be mine ! 



LOVE IN A STORM. . 

Quam juvat immites vcntos audird ctlbatftem, 
£t domituim tenets crotiimviisse &inu. 

A-iOUD sung the wind 5n the ruhis above. 
Which murpiut'd the warnings of Time o'er 
our head ; 
While fearless we offcr'd devotional to love, 
The rude rock our pillow, the rushes our btd I 
E 3 



42 PO£M$. 

Damp was the chill of the wlotery atr, . . 

But it made us cling closer, and wirmly taite ; 
Dread was the lightaing^ and horrid its glare. 

But it showM me mj Julia in languid ddight* 

To my bosom she nestled» and felt not a fear> 
Though the shower did beat, and the tempest 
did frown ; 
Her sighs were as sweet, and her murmurs as 
dear. 
As if she lay lull'd on a pillow of down 1 



SONG. 



J £SSY on a bank was sleeping, 
A flow'r beneath her bosom I37 ; 

Love, upon her slumber creeping. 
Stole the flow'r, and flew away I 

Pity, then, poor Jessy's ruin, 
Who, becalm'd by slumber's wing, 

Never felt what Love was doing — 
Never drcam'd of such a thing ! 



w>EMs. 43 

THE SURPRISE. 

V>iHLORIS, I swear by all I ever swore, 
That from this hpur I shall not loi« thee 
more.-<^ 
*' What ! Iqve no more ? Oh ! why this alter'd 
"vow?" 
Because I cannot love thee mor^— than nowf 



A SLEEPING MAID. 

W^AKE, my life ! thf lover's arms 
Are twin'd around thy sleeping tharms : 
Wake, my love, and let desire 
Kindle those opening orbs of fire. 

Yet, sweetest, though the bliss delight thee, 
If ihe guilt, the shame affright thee, 
Still those orbs in darkness keep ; 
Sleep, my girl, or seem to sleep. 



44 TGE^S. 

PHILLIS. 

JL HILLIS, you little rosy take, 
That heart of yours I long' W rife ; 

Come, give it me, ad3 do not make 
So much ado about a trijte ! 



SONG. 

VV HEN the heart'* feelJng 

Burns with concealing, 
Glances will tell what wc fear to confess : 

Qh! what an anguish . 

Sikfit to laDguUh, 
Could we not look all we wish to express ! 

When half-expiring. 

Restless, desir-ing, 
Lovers wish something, but must not say what. 

Looks ttll the wanting. 

Looks tell the granting. 
Looks betray all that the heart would be at. 



A BALLAD.* 



X HOU hast sent me a flowery band, 

And told m« 'twas fresh from the field ) 
That the leaves were untouched by the handi 
And the purest of odours would yield. \ 

And indeed it is fragrant and fair ; 

But, if it tvere handled by thee. 
It would bloom with a livelier air, , 

And would surely be sweeter (o me ! 

Then take; it,, and lot it entwine 

Thytrcs§fs, so flowing and. blight ;' 

A nd each little flowrct willr shine 
More rich' than a gem to my sight. ' 

Let the odorous gale of thy breath 

Embalm it with many a sigh ; * 
Nay, let it be withered to death 

Beneath the warm noon of thine eye. 

* This ballad vyat probably suggiested by the following 
epigram LdMaktial : 

Intactas qoare mittb mdil, PbHa, coi#nas, 
A te Tciatas mtlo tencre rosas* M^ix^ tea^ lAk »• 

ESITOK. 



4<$ !>OCMS. 

Andy iDstead of the dew that it bears. 
The dew droppiag fresh from the tree v 

On its leaves let me number the tears 
That AffectioD has stolen from thee I 



MRS. 



• N BBK KtAXJTJftJZ TK AKSt ArtOtl 0» ' 

VOITURFS KISS.' '" 

Mon amc sur mon l^rc lloitlors tdutc Jtftlirc, ' 
Pour stvcMirer le miel qm siir k vot^^oit ; 

Mais en me retirant, illo resta derrxdre^' -. • ' . ' 
Tant de ce deux plaint ramor^e I'ariie^ii*..^ 

VoiTuai. 

JjLO W heav'nly was the poet's dooopt;. • 
To breathe his spirit through a kts|;; 

And lose within 80 sweet ^ tomb ,. ' . 

The trembling messenger of bliss ! 

• ♦ 
And, ah ! h!s soul returned tp feel 

That it,^e^ti could rayisk'4 bp ; 

Fax ilk %hc kiss that tbou 4id8t 6t<iJ» j .• : . . 

Hi» Hfe and soul have fted to thee ! 



TO 

A L A DiY, J^ 

. - ! ' ' t It ' 

JL HY aong has taught my heart to fe^l . 
Those soothiDg thoughts of heavenly lovey 
Which o'er the sainted spirits steals 
When listening to the spheres above ! 

When, tir'd of life and misery, 

I wi^ to sigh my latest breath, 
Oh 1 Ema, I will fly to thee. 

And thou shalt sing me into death ! 

And, if along thy lip and check 
That smile of heav'nly softness play, 

Which> ah ! forgive a heart that 's weak^ 
So oft has stol'n my mind away ; 

Thou It seem an angel of the sky, ' ' ' 

That comes to charm me into bliss | 

I'll gaze and dic;rT»w^o wpuld npt di^y 
If death were \^.sq sweet ^s Uus I , ' 



48 POEM'S. 



A DREAM. 



I 



THOUGHT thk h^rtconriuning lajr 
On Cupjd'3 burniDg shrine ; 
I thought he stole thj heart nwif. 
And plac'd it near to mine. 

I saw thy heart begin to melt, , 

Like ice before the sun. 
Till both a glow congenial felt. 

And mingled into ofae ! 



WRITTEN IN A COMMON-PLACfe BOOK, 

Called 

*• THE BOOK OF FOLLIES," 

io WHICH EVERT ONE THAT .OPENED It SHOULD 
CONTRIBUTE SOMETHING. 



i-0 TAE Book OF IfOLLlfeS. 

1 HIS tribute's froft) a wretched elf; 
Who halls ttee^ cn>b7eni of himself ! 
The book of life, which I have tfic'd, 
Has been, like thee^ a itlbtley-«^te 
Of follies, scribbled o'er and o'er, 
One foljy bringing htindreds mbr^. 



Some have indeed been writ so neat^ 
In characters so fair, so sweet. 
That thoM who jadgc p^% top sfvcfdy^ 
Have said they lov'd such follies dearly t 
Vet stilly oh ! book, the alltiston stands. 
For these were.pcnn'd by/mak hands; - 
The rest, alas ! I oWn the truth, 
Haire all been ScribbM so uncouth, 
That Prudence, with a withering look^ 
l)isdainful flings away the book ! 
Like tbiae^ its pages here and there 
Have oft been stain'd with blots of care ; 
And aQoietimes hours of peace, I oii^n^ 
UpQn some fairer l^veg have shone. 
White as the siiowings of that heaven, 
By which those Jio»rs of peace were given, 
tent now no longer— such, oh ! such 
The blast of Disappointment's touch ! 
No longer how those hours appear ; 
Each leaf is sUllied by a tear ! 
Blank, blank is every page with care, 
Not ev'n a folly brightens there 1 
Will they yet brighten ?r— Never, never ! • ' 
Then shut the boqij oh God I for ever I 



JO POEMSi 

WRITTEN IN THE SAMS* 

TO THE 

tRETTY tlTTLE MkS, — ^. 



IMPROMPTU, 

JL HIS joui-hal of folly 's an ctriblem of rii^j 
But whk book shall we find emblematic of thcd ? 
Oh ! shall we not say iho\l att Lovers duodecimo? 
None can be prettier, fe\^ carl be less, you kno<7. 
Such a volume !h sheets wl?re a volume of charms; 
Or if bounds il should ofaly be hound in our armt I 



«ONG; 



UeAR ! in pity do not spca^; 

In your eyes I read it all, 
In the flushing of your cheek, 

In those tears that fall. 
Yes, yes, my soul ! I see 
You love, you live fbr only me .' 
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Beam, yet beam that killiDg eye. 
Bid me expire in luscious pain ; 

But kiss me, kiss me wl>iU I die, 
And oh I I live again ! 

Still, my lovei with looking kill, 

And oh ! revive with kisses still ! 



THE.TEAl^' 



Oi 



'N beds of snow the moonbca-ra slept, 
And chilly was the midnight gloom, 
When by the damp grave EHcn wept, 
Sweet maid i it was her Litidbr's tomb. 



A warm tear gush'd, the wintery air 
Congetrd it aB it' floW'd a>*iiy : 

AB night^it-lay an ice-drbp th'tre,* 
At morn if^litter'd in the viyi 

. ' * ■ . V f j;. ::.. ' i 

An angel, wandering from her sphere. 
Who saw this bright, thifi/ffozett gem> 

ToJiewey'd Pity brought* the tear, 
And hung it on her dkdem ! '. ' 
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TO. 



In bona cijr quisquam tertiuj ista venk J 



UO Rosa turns her back-on mc, 
Thou walking monument ! for thee. 
Whose visage, like a grave-stone scribbled; 
With vanity bedaub'd. befribbled, 
Tells only to the reading tyt^ 
That underneath corrupting lie 
Within thy heart's contagious tomb, , 

(As in a cemetery's gloom) , 

Suspicion, rankliiJg to infccUan, .. ^ . >, 
And all the worms of black reflection ! 

And thou art Rosa'a dear plect, , ., . / j 
And thou hast won ^be .lovely trifly,;., . / 

And I must bear repiUse, neglect,.. ,..^-,. «^^ 
And I must all my anguish sti^e : 

While thou for ever ^ii^gcr'st nigh, 

Scowling, muttering, g^oaftipg, ii^ummuigi^ 

Like some sharp, butyy /rjc^ul fly, , . . 
About a twinkling taper humming. 
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fO' ». '■ 






•-• : V 



UhI if your te^rfi«u:«jgIveR;to care; : 
If real woe disturbs. yqu;r.pf ape,; . :. 

Come to my bosom, weeping fair ! 
And I will bid your weeping cease. 

But if with Fancy's vision'd fears, 

With dreams of woe your bosom thrill ; 

You look so lovely- in your tears, 

That I must bid you drop them still ! 



SONG. 



H 



AVE you not seen the timid tear 
Steal trembling from mine eye ? 
Have you not mark'd the, flush of fear, 

Or caught the murmured sigh ? 
And can you think my love is chill, 

Nor fix*d on you alone ? 
And can you rend, my doubting still, 
A heart so much your own ? . 
F 3 
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To you my soul's a£fcctions move 

Devoutly, warmly true $ 
My life has been a task of love. 

One long. Ion]} thought of you.^ 
If all your tender faith noUr, « 

If still my truth you 'U try, 
Alas! I kdo#liut€fit#|»MK)ifMdre, - A. 

I 'U bless yoar nainf^, And ^t I - 



THE SHIELD*. 



O 



H I did you not hear a voice of death ? 
And did you not mark the paly form 
Which rode on the silver mist of the heath. 
And sung a ghostly dirge in the storm ? 

Was it a wailing bird of ihc gfooiH , 

Which shrieks on the hbu^e of W6e dit nfght ? 

Or a shivering flertd, thit Ae^ t6 a tbttit'- 
To howl and to feed till the glance of light ? 



* This potm is p^tfoctly in thetastd of tk« p»vtnt 
r — "his nam plebeculftgaud^.** £. 



'T WM not the death-bird's cry from the wood» 
Nor shivering fiend that hung in the blast i 

. 'T was the shade Qjf .H^lderi^^^man of blood — 
It screams for the guilt of days that are past ! 

See ! how the Mdy fi6 il^g^htaibjf ^Pt^^^ 
And scaresttht^gMid^ehOffti bf ihtf lk«th t 

Now on the leaBltt^'y^ It (tUy^i 
Where hibgtf ifee^iMkld^ ol thift IMW df HeMb I 

That shielded biuiUilgf ^h i]&il#dmibi«*tkiJM»' 
Long has It htMg frt^m the cMM^yeW's's^fty ; 

It is blown by st^ftM 4mi 'ts'idh^d by rdins; 
But neith«#'^tttv tMk« tbe^ Mood away t 

Oftby thatyigW^oil'«b<f bkafedfidctt > 
Demons dtiiee l^ the r^d Mocm^a light. 

While the dMip^ bOtt^s ty(!ak> ahdihft ^\^^^ 
MM 
Sing* to the t^vfitg ^pii'rt 6f Ai^f ! 
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^MRS. .^^ 



X £S, Heav'n can witness how I strove 
To lovc^xte^ wjj^h.a.ftgiriit'ft ioVfrj vii ..od . ^^ 

And mingle wi^- ihy j«[ii64ral»lie% . ■ : ?. o v; • 
Qhi.l ftpiWsJ to. thoB^'p\«« jtoc^tpH.: , r, ;{ W 
In which mj soul has hung on thee, 
Ai>d;i>« forgot thf«?*tching%m, ':/ : 

A^j>e .forgot, the- liquid besots ; . ;. 
That, eye .effuses thrilling wiv^rr- .. . -d . 
Yes, yfa^: forgot ^cb:^cp|ual.(;h^ir9?i: 
Each mad'ning spell of luxury, 
That couldfteduce my soul'ji. deserts, : ^^ , 
And bid it thr^ot) with guiltier fir^s* 
Soch «w/.ppy love, ^od many a time,. 
When sleep has giv'n thee to my breast, ,^ 
And thou hast seem*d to share the crimfy 
Which made thy lover wildly blest ; 
£v'n then, in all that rich delusion, 
When, by voluptuous visions fir'd, 
My soul in rapture's warm confusion. 
Has on a phantom's lip expir'd ! 
£v'n then some purer thoughts would steal 
Amid my senses' warm excess, 
\nd at the moment — oh ! ev'n then 
've started from thy melting press, 



And blush'd for all I Ve dat'd t6f fttl, 

Yet sigh'd to fee! it all agfeiin J 

Such was my love, a<id stklt, oh ! stiH 

I might hftvc caWd the litoholj' thritf ; 

My heart might be z ttiintleM shriiie. 

And thou Its votive ttvnt diould ht; 

There, there I 'd make thet all divlAe, 

Myself divine in honouring thee. 

But oh 1 thdt flight, that fatd mght j 

When, both beWiWer'd, both betray'd. 

We sunk beneath the flow of soul, 

Which for a m<iment mock'd control, 

And on the dangerous kiss delayed. 

And almost yielded to delight ! 

God I howlwish'd, in thatvjiild hoUfj 

That lips alone, thiis statrtp^d with beat, 

Had for a mohitnt all thri fyower 

To make our souls effaslng meet I 

That we might rtlingle by thebreath 

In all of love's delicious death ; 

And in a kids at ijffce b^' blest, * 

As, ' 06 I we tremticd at the rest ! 

yity m^t love,^ I ^11 pity thee^ . 

If tbo.u indeed. heist felt like me ! 

Ally fdl my boaom!& {]eae« 49 o^'ero ..... - 

Ati kfiglity mAiUAi tiras my \uiuv of ci(lj% 

When fi*m the pMgt <rf dasrft^ Uffdi 

From the pure fount of ancient lay. 
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My soul has drawn the. pkcfd balm; 

Which charmM its; little gricfe away j 

Ah! there I find that bahn no mpre,. 

Those spelb, which make us oft forget 

The fleeting, troubles of the <lay, 

In deeper sorrows only whet . 

The stingy they cannot tear away* 

When to my pillow rack'd I. fly 

With wearied sense and wakeful eye, : • * ■ 

While my brain maddens^ where, oh !. where 

Is that serene, consqliiig prayV, 

Which once has harbinger'd my rest, .' 

When the still,' soothing voice of Heaven 

Has seem'd to whisper in my breast^ 

** Sleep on, thy errors ajre forgiven T' 

No, though I still in semblance pray. 

My thoughts are wandering far away, .- . r^ 

And ev'n the name oE Deity . . 

Is murmur'd'out in sighs for thee I * ; 

*■ This irregular recurreivce of the rhymes is adopted 
from the light poetry of the French, and is,. I think, 
particularly suited' to express the varieties of feeling/ in 
gentler emotions the ^ersi may How periodic and rfegular'i 
and in the transition to violent passion, can-as^rmne aA 
the animated abruptness of bUnk verse.' ^sUks, by 
dispensing .with tEe. limits of jdisticb andiltjin^a, i|'aU9Vi^S 
an interesting $i)s^j|^nsio|i of the sentiment, . E*, ....... 
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ELEGIAC STANZAS; 

SUf P06ED TO BE WRITTEN BY JULU^ 
OH TB< OSATB OV ^IX BROTasH; 



JL, HOUGH sorrow long has worn itiy hearty 

Though every, ddy I 've connt^ o'er, 

Has brought A new and quiek!nmg smarl 

To wounds that rankled fresh before i 

Though in my earliest life bereft 

Of many a Hnk by nature tife'd ; 
Though hope di^cei^'dy and ffleasure left ; 

Though friends bettay'd^ aAd foei belied t 

I still had hopes— for hope Will stay' 

After the Sunset of delight^ 
So like the star which ushefs day^ ' ' . 

We scarce can think it heraldB night I 

I hop'd that, after all its strife, 

My weary hesfrt at length should rest* 

And, fainting from the waves of life, 
Find harbour in a brother's breast. 



That brother's breast was warm with initH> 
Was bright with honour's purest ray ; 

He was the dearest^ gentlest youth — 
Oh ! \vhy theo wm he toro awa^ ? 

He shoolf] btve stayed* bate lingered Jiere^ 
To talm his Julia's every Woe ; 

He should hsnre che«^d each bitter tfar. 
And ttot have eaus'd those tears to flow^ 

We saw his yftdtbfal ^oiil expand 
In blooms of genius, nurs'd by taste \ 

While Science, with a' fasteriiSg haadji 
Upon his bi-oi? her chaplfct plac'd. 

We s^w his gradual op'niiig raifld 
Enrich'd by all tlw graces d«w ; 

£nlighten*d» socsial, aad irefinM, 
In friendship firm, in love sincere. 

Such was the yoitth wc Ibv'd so wdF, 
Such were the hopes that fate denied^ 

We lov'd, buti ah ! we dotild not tell 
How deepi how deirly, till be died ! 

Close as the fondest links eould strain, 
Twin'd with my very heart he grew ; 

And by that fate which breaks the chain, 
The heart is alihost Broken too ! 
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IFANNY OF TIMMOL. 

A MAIL-COACH ADVEKTUEC. 

Qnadrigis pctunus l^tine virere. 

Horace. 

Sweet F«.,rfT»™...h»fi«,o, 

came in 

To the close little carriage m which I was 
hurl'd, 
i thought to myself, if it were not a sin, 
I could teach you the prettiest tricks in the 
world. 

For your dear little lips, to their destiny tniCy 
Seem'd to know they were born for the use of 
another ; 

And to put me in mind of what I ought to do^ 
Were eternally biting and kissing each other ! 

And then you were darting from eyelids so sly. 
Half open, half shutting, such tremulous 
light: 
Let them say what they willj 1 could read in 
your eye 
More comical things than I ever shall write. 

G 
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And ofc as we mingled our legs and our feet^ 
I felt a {)ulsation, and cannot tell whether 

In youre or In niine-*-but I kiiow it was fweet^ 
And I think we both felt it and trembled 
together ! 

At length whett arflVd U tttnr supper We sat^ 
I heard with a sigh, which had something oF 
pain, 
' That perhaps our lastlnon^ent of tttoeiing #ste tbat^ 
And Fanny should go back to Timmol again* 
ni 
Yet I swore not that I waa in love wkh you^ 
Fanny» 
Ohl f>0» for t felt it could never be true;. 
1 but said what I 've said very often to ipany — 
There's few I wotild rather be kissing than you! 

Then first did I leara that you once had believed 

Some lover, the dearest and falsest of men ; 
And 60 gently you spoke of the youth whd. 
deceiv'd, 
That 1 thought you perhaps might be tempted 
again. 

But you told me, that passion a moment amus'd 
Was followed too oft by an age of repenting ) 

And checked me so softly, that, while you refusM, 
Forgive me, dear girl, if I thought 't was 

conbcnting ! 
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And stUl I entreated, and still you denied* 

Till I almost was made to believe you sincere ; 
Though I found that, in bidding me leave you, 
you sigb'd, 
And wheu you repuls'd me, ^t was done with 
a tear ! 

In vain did I whisper " There's nobody ni^h j*' 
In vain with the tremors of passion implore;.. 

Your excuse was a kiss, and a tear ypnr reply — 
I acknowledged them both^ and I ask'd for no- 
^ more. 

Was I right ? — oh! I cannot believe I was 
wrong 5 

Poor Fanny is gone back to Timmol again. 
And may Providence guide her uninjur'd along. 

Nor scatter her path with repentance and pain. 

By Heav'n ! I would rather for ever forswear 
The elysium that dwells on a beautiful breast. 

Than harm for a moment the peace that is there. 
Or banish the Jove from so hallow'd a nest i' 
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THE. KISS. 

VJrROW to my lip,, thou sacred kiss». 
On which my soul's beloved swore 
That there should come a time of bliss, 
When she would mock my hopes no more ; 
And fancy shall thy glow renew, 
In sighs at morn, and dreams at night, 
And none shall steal thy holy dew 
Till thou 'rt absolv'd by rapture's rite. 
Sweet hours that are to make me blest, 
Ob ! fly, like breezes, to the goal. 
And let my love, my more than soul. 
Come panting to this fever'd^reast ; 
And while in every glance I drink 
The rich o'erflowings of her .mind. 
Oh ! let her all impassi9n'd sink. 
In sweet abandonment re&Ign'd, 
Blushing for all our struggles past. 
And murmuring << I am thine at last V 
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W ITH all my soul, then, let us p^irt. 
Since both are anxious to be free ; 

And I will send you home your heart, 
If you will. send back mine tp me. 

We 'fc h4d soflic happy bows together, 
But jay iQtfst x)ftea chapge its win^; j. 

And spring wiojold be but |;Ioomy weather, 
If we had npthing else b^t spring. 

'T is not that I e;Kpcct to find 

A more dcTQtccti fond, and trpe one. 

With rosier cheek pr sweety ipind-^ 
Enough for me that she 's a new one*. 

Thus let us leave the bower Qf love^ 
Where we have loltcr'd long in bliss ; 

And you may down iiat path-way rove, 
While I shall take my way through this. 

Our hearts have suffered little harm 

In this short fever of desire ; 
You have not lost a single charm. 

Nor I one spark of feeling fire. 
G 3 
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My kisses have not stain'd the rose^ 

Which Nature hung upon your Up ; 
And still your sigh tvith nectar flows 
For many a raptur'd soul to sip. 

Farewell ! and when some other fair 
Shall call your wanderer to her arms, 

'T will be my luxury to compare 

Her spells with your remembered charms. 

" This check," I '11 say, « is not so bright 
" As one that us'd to meet my kiss; 

" This eye has not such liquid light 
« As one th«t us'd to talk of bliss !** 

Farewell ! and when some future lover 
Shall claim the heart which I resign. 

And in exulting joys discover 

All the charms that once were mine ; 

I think I should be sweetly blest, 

If, in a soft, imperfect sigh, 
You 'd say, while to his bosom prcst, 

He loves not half so well as I \ 
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A REFLECTION AT SEA. 



►>o<*i — 



OEE how^ beneath the moonbeam's smile, 
Yon little billow heaves its breast, 

And foams and sparkles for a while, 
And murmuring then subsides to rest. 

Thus man^ the sport af Isliss and care, 

Rises on Time's eventful sea ; 
And, having swell'd a moment there. 

Thus melts into eternity ! 
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AN INVITATION TO SUPPER. 



MRS« 



Mv 



LVSELF, dear Julia, ancJthe.aun 
Have now two years of rambliog run* 
And he before bis whe^s has driven 
The grand rocnagerie of Heaven ; 
While I have met on earth, I swear* 
As many brutes as be has there ; 
The only difiPrence X can see 
Betwixt the flaming god and me. 
Is, that his ways are periodic. 
And mine, I fear, are simply oddic* 
But, dearest girl, *t is now a lapse 
Of two short years, or less perhaps. 
Since you to me, and I to you, 
Vow*d to be ever fondly true ! 
Ah ! Julia, those were pleasant times ! 
You lov'd me for my amorous rhymes ; 
And I lov'd you because I thought 
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'T was 80 delicious to be taught 
By such a charming guide as you^ 
With eyes of fire and h'ps of dew, 
All I had often fancied o*er, 
But never, never felt before ; ' ' 

The day flew by, and night was short 
For half our blisses, half our sport ! • 

i know not how we chang'd, or why, 
Or if the firft was you or I j 
Yet so 't is now, we meet each other. 
And I 'm no more than JuhVs brother, 
While she 's so like ray prudent sister, ' ' 

There 's few would think how close I 've kist her* 

But, Julia, let those matters pass, 
If you will brim a sparkling glass 
To vanish'd hours of true delight. 
Come to me after dusk to-night. 
I *1I have no other guest to meet yqu, 
But here alone I '11 teUra-tetc you 
Over a little attic feast. 
As full of cordial soul, at least, 
As thofe where Delia met Tibullus, 
Or Lesbia wanton'd with Catullus.* 



* Coenam, non sine candidii puelli. 

Catullus, Carm* stiik 
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I '11 sing you ipaay ^ rogttish $ox^a<t 
About ity at it^ ^d upoa it ; 
And songs, addr^^s'd as if I lov'4> 
To all the girls with whpm I 'f e rpv'd. . 
Come, pt'y thee come, ypn HI find mc hcire, . 
Like Horace, waiting for iu9 dear.f 
There shall not be to-nigblr^ ga embj 
Two souls more elegant in mirth ; 
And thoggb our bey>4ay passion 's flc;d| J 
The spirit of the love th^t *s dead T* 

Shall hover wa^on o'er our bead^ 3 

Like souls that rovi^d the grave will fly», 
In which their late possessors lie ; 
^od who, my pretty Julia,,- knows, 
But when our warm remembrance glows, 
The ghoji of Lqvc T^y act aqew, 
What Love when Siiia^ us'd to do ! 



puelUm 



Ad nediam noctem expecto. 

Ho a ACS, Lii.L Sai, 5. 
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▲N- 



ODE UPON MORNING. 



X URN to mc, love ! the mornirig rays 
Are glowing o^er thy languid charms ; 

Take one luxurious, parting gaze» 
While yet I linger iti thine arms; . 

'T ^as long before the noon of night 
I stole into thy bosom, dear ! 

And now the glance of daj[]jj^ng light 
Has found me still in dalUapce here. 

Turn to me, love 1 the trembling gleami 
Of morn along thy white neck stray ; 

Awajr, avpay^ you envious beams, 
I '11 chase you with my lips away ! 

Oh ! 18 it not divine to think, 

While all around were lull'd in night, 

While even the planets scera'd to wlnk^ 
We kept our vigils 61 ilcllght I 
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The heatty that little world of eurs, 
Unlike the drowsy world of care. 

Then, then awak'd its sweetest pow'rs^ 
And all was animatidn there ! 

Kiss me pnce more, and theq I flf. 
Our parting would to noon-day last ; 

There close that languid, trembling eye^ 
And sweetly dream of all the past ! 

As soon as night shall fix her 5eal 
Upon the eyes and lips of men, . 

Oh, dearest ! I wiU panting steal 
To nestle in thine arms again ! 

Our joys shall takfe their stolen flighty 
Secret aife those'^^SKstial spheres 

Which make sweet diusic all the tiight 
Unheard by drowsy mortal cars! 
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SONG,* 



Oi 



IH 1' nptbJlng in U& caa sadden us 

While we have wine and good humQur in storey 
With thi$«. ^d a \ii%U of love to madden us. 

Show me the fool that can labour for more ! 
Come then, bid Ganymede fill every bowl for you, 

Flit them up brimmers- and drink as I call ; 
I 'm going to toast every nymph of my soul fot 
you. 

Ay, on my soul, I 'm in love with them all ! 

Dear creatures I we can't live without them, 
Tbey 'r^e: all thuft is sweet; and sedqciog to 
mftn ;: 
Lookiog> sighing about and about them, 
We doat on them, die for them, all that 
we can. 

Here 's Phillis, whose innocent bosom 
Is always agog for some novel desires ; 

To-day to get lovers, to-morrow to lose '^m, 
Is all that the inooceat PbiUis requires^ 

• There are many spurioos copies of this song in 
circulation, and it is universally attributed to a gentle- 
man who has no more right than the Editor of these 
Poems to any share whatever in the composition. E. 
H 
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Here 's to the gay little Jessy, who simpers 

So vastly good humour'di whatever is done ; 
She '11 kiss you, and that without whining or 
whimpers. 
And do ivhat you please with you — all out of 
fun ! 

Dear creatures, *&c; 

A bumper to Fanny— I know you will scorn her^ 

Because she's a priide, and her nose is so curl'd; 
But if ever yx>'^ chatted with Fan in a corner. 

You 'd say she 's the best little girl in the world ! 
Another to Lyddy, still struggling with duty, 

And asking her conscience still, ** whether 
she should i" 
While -her eyW, in the silent confession offceauty, 

Say •* Only for something I certainly would !" 

Dear creatures, &fc. 

Fill for Chloe, bewitchingly simple, 

Who angles the heart ivlthout knowing heir 
lure 5 
Still wounding around with a blush or a dimple, 
Ncn- seeming to feel that she also could cure I 
Here 's pious Susan, the saint, who alone, Sir, 
Could ever have made me religious outright ; 
For had I such a dear irttle saint of my own. Sir, 
1 'd pray on my knees to het half the long 
night ! 

Dear creatures, &c* 
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v.jOM£> tell me where the maid U founds. 

Whose heart can love without deceit, 
And I 'will range the world around. 

To sigh one nctoment at her feet. 

Oh ! tell me, where 's her sainted home, 
What air receives her blessed sigh, 

A pilgrimage of years J'U'roam 
To catch one sparkle of her eye I 

And if her cheek be rosy bright, 
While truth within her bosom ltes» 

I *11 gaze upon her morn and tiight, 
Till my heart leave me through my eyes ! 

Show me on earth a thing so rare, 

I '11 own all miracles are true. 
To make one maid sincere and fair. 

Oh ! 'tis the utmost Heav'n can do ! 
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WEETiEJST love ! i Ml not for^t tbee. 
Time shall only teadi nyiieaity ". ■■ 

Fonder^ warmer to oegret tface^ 
Lovely, gentle as thou art ! 
Farewell Uewy I .. 

Yet, oh 1 yet agaki iwie Hlmcet,. lovr. 

And repoise 'oiir hearts at last ^ 
Oh 1 sure 't will then be sweet, love, 

Calm to think <hi aorrows .past. 
Farewdl Beisy I 

Yes, my girl, the dift*m blessiag 
May n't be always sought in vain ; 

And the mooMitt lo^ {gftSiilsiDg^^ 
Will it not, kfPe^ vt^srywiif pain 2 
FafiweU Bessy 4 

* All these sougs were adapted to airs whIclvMr« 
Little composed, and sometimes sang for his friends i 
this may account for the peculiarity of metre observable 
in many of them* Editor. 
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Still I f«el my heatt i« breaiing^ 
When I think I stray from thee^ 

Round the world that quiet seeking. 
Which I fear is not for me ! ■ 
Farewell Bessy ! 

Calm to peace thy lover*g bosom — 
Can it, dearest, must it be > 

Thou within an hour shalt lose him. 
He for ever loses thee ! 
Farewell Bessy I 



SONG. 



I 



F I swear by that eye, you *11 allow 
Its look IS so shifting and new, 
That the oath I might take on it now, 
The very next glance would undo ! 

Those babies that nestle so sly, ' 
Such different arrows have got, 

That an oath on the glance of an eye 
Such as yours, may be off in a shot ! 
" 3 
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Should I swear hf \hc de«r od i^Ottr Upf • 
Though each OMndnttiic tretoukc arenei^ 

If my constancy wishes to iHp» 

I may kiss off thcioftth when 1 choose 1 

Or a sigh may disperse from that flow'r 
The dew aad the oath that ore iher« ; 

And I 'd make a new vow «v'ry hoilr, 
To lose them soswisetly ia «£r I 

But clear up the heaven of yoiiH brow^ 
Nor fancy my faith is a feather ; 

On my heart I will pledge you my vo«r, 
And they both must be broken together ! 
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JULIA'S KISS. 

W HEN influM Sllss in rose$ tlcpC, 
Cupid upon ht9 slumber trept^ 
And while a baAmy fiigh h« Hole . 
Exhaling from the infant's soul. 
He smiling sM^ ** Wkh thiet, wh9i tliis 
<< 1 11 ocebt m^ Julia s bbmiog kiss !'' 

Nay ntiore^ he Mole to Veiros' bed* 
Ere yet the sanguine flush had fled. 
Which Love's diTincst, den'rcat iamt . 
Had kindkd tfarougli her panting fraKft^ 
Her soul still dwelt on meniory's themeSi 
Still floated in vo}uptnoUe drlsams^ 
And every joy she felt before 
In slumber now v*a« acting o'ef. 
From her ripe lips, which seem'd to thrill 
As in the war of kisses still, 
And amorous to each other clung, 
He stole the dew that trembling hung. 
And smiling said, " With this, with this 
<< I '11 bathe my JuUa's burning kiss l" 



8o POBUS. 



TO 



Ri 



^EMEMBER him thou leav'st behind. 
Whose heart is warmly t^ound to thee^ 
Close as the tenderest links can bind 
A heart as warm as heart can be. 

Oh ! I had long in freedom rov'd. 

Though many seem'd my soul to share ; 

'T was passion when I thought I lov'd, 
'T was fancy when I thought them fair. 

Ev*n she, my muse's early theme» 
Beguil'd me only while she warmed ; 

'T was young desire that fed the dream. 
And reason broke what passion fonn'd. 

But thou — ah ! better had it been 
If I had still in freedom rov'd. 

If I had ne'er thy beauties seen. 
For then I never should have lov'd ! 

Then all the pain which lovers feel 
Had never to my heart been known ; 

But ah ! the joys which lovers steal. 
Should they have ever been my own ? 



Ph ! trust me, when I swear thee this. 
Dearest ! the pain of loving thee. 

The very pain is sweeter bliss 
Than passion's vvildest ecstacy ! 

That little cage I ^ypuld not part, 
In which my soul is prison'd now, 

Fbr the most light and winged heart 
That wantons on the passing vow* 

Still, my belov'd ! stifl keep in mind. 

However far removed l>6m me, 
That there is one thou leav^st laehind, ' 

Whose heart respires for only tliee I ' 

. i. .* 

And though ungenial ties have bound 

I'hy fate unto another's care ; 
That arm, which clasps thy bosom round, 

Canno't confine the heart that ^* there. 

No, no ! that heart is only mine 

^Y ties all other ties above, 
For I have wed it at a shrine 

Whtre we have had no pri^'t Wt love I 
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1; LY from the world, oh ! Bessy, to me, 

Thou 'It never find any sinccrer ;. 
1 11 give up the world, oh ! Bessy, for thee, 

I can never meet any that's dearer ! 
Then tell me no more, with a tear and a sigh, 

That our loves will be censur'd by many ; 
All, all have their follies, and who will deny 

That ours is the sweetest of any ? 

When your lip has met mine, in abandonment 
sweet. 

Have we felt as if virtue forbid it ? 
Have we felt as if heaven denied them to meet ? 

No, rather 't was heaven that did it ! 
So innocent, love, is the pleasure we sip. 

So little of guilt is tliere in it. 
That I wish all my errors were lodg'd on your 
lip. 

And I'd kiss them away in a minute ! 



Then coitie to yoar lover, oh ! fly to his shed. 

From a world which I know thou despisest ; 
And slumber will hover as light on our bed 

As e'er on the cpuch of tht wisest I 
And when o'er our pillow the tempest is driven. 

And thou, pretty innocent, fearest^ 
I '11 tell thee, it is not die chiding of heaven, 

'T is only our lullaby, dearest ! 

And oh! when we lie on our death-bcdy my 
lo^e, 

Looking back on the scene of our errors ; 
A sigh from my Bessy shall plead then above, 

And death be disaroi^d of his terrors ! 
And each to the other embracing will say, 

** Farewell ! — ^let us hope we Ve forgiven !'* 
Thy last fading glance will illumine the way^ 

And a kiss be our passpoft to heaven I 
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A HINK on that look, of humid ray, . 
Which for a ipoment mlx'd with mine^ 
And for that monient. secm'd tp say, - 
" I daf e not, or I would be thine '.** 

Think, think on every smile and glancei 
On all thou hast to charm and moye ; 

And then forgl,vc my bosom's trance. 
And tell me 'tis not sin to love ! 

Oh ! not to love thee were the sin, 
For sure ifheav'n's decrees be done, 

Thou, thou art destin'd still to win, 
As I was dcstinM to be won ! 
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A CAPTIVE thus to thee, my girl, 
How sweetly shall I pass my age. 

Contented, like the playful squirrel. 
To wanton up and down my cage. 

When death shall envy joy like this^ 
And come to shade our sunny weather, 

Be our last sigh the sigh of bliss. 
And both our souls ezhal'd together ! 



I^jOEMS* 
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"C< 



4 ME, tell me," says Rosa, as kisfiing 
and kist. 
One day she reclln'd off my breast ; 
** Come ttU me the number, repeat me the list 

" Of the nymphs you have lov'd and caresu** 
Oh, Rosa 1 't was onljr ihy iuacf "thai toV'l, 

My heart at the monreTit vaj fret 5 ; - .1 
But I'lrtell thete, my gFrU iiW infeoy Vvb Itn^A; . 
And the n umber >8haH "fonsh wi^ tite^- 1 

My tutor was KiUy-,. in inf^cy wild 

She ta«gh^ me the way to be bl,estf , 
She taught me to luvt licrv I lov'dlikeachild, - 

But Kitty could fancy the rciEt. , - ; 
This lesson of dear and enrapturing lore - 

I have never forgot j I allow ; 
1 have had it l^y rbte very often before, 

But never hy htart till now ! 

Pretty Martha was next, and my soul was all 
flame, 
But my head was so full of romlince, 
I fancied her into some chivalry dame, 
J I was her knight of the lance ! 
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But Martha was not of this fanciful school. 
And she laugh'd at her poor little knight ; 

While I thought her a goddess, she thought me 
a fool, • . ' 

And I 'U swear, she was most in the right. 

My soul was now calm^, tiUljiy Cloris's looks 

Again I was tempted to rove, 
But Cloris, I found, was so learned in books^ ^ 

That she gave me more logic ^han love t 
So I left this young Sappho, and haften'd to fly 

To those s\Vecter logicians in bliss. 
Who argue the point with a soirl-telling eye. 

And convince us at once with ^ kiss ! 

Oh ! Susan was then all the world to'fne. 

But Susan was piously given ; • . / 

And the worst of it was, we could never agree-^ 

On the road that was shortest to heaven !' 
Oh, Susan ! I Vc said, in the moments of mirth^ 

What *s devotion to thee or tO me ? 
I devoutly believe there *s a heaven on earth, ' 

And believe that that heaven *s in tiee/ 

» » « ♦ « «t-. .11 %. . ■ 

« • « 4 . » * , ^ 
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Ti 



IS nighty the spectretj hour is nigh ^ 
Pensive I hear the moaning blast 
Passing, with s^d sepulchral sigh, 
My lyre that hangs neglected by, 
And secnas to mourn for pleasures past I 
That lyre was once attun'd for thee, 
To many a lay of fon<} delight. 
When all thy days were giv'a to me^ 
i^n.d mine was every blissful nlghti 
How oft I 'vc languished by thy side^ . 
And while my heart's luxuriant tid^ 
Ran in wild riot through my veinsj 
I 've wak*d such sweetly-mad'ning strain*. 
As if by inspiration's fire 
My soul was blended with my lyre ! 
Oh I while m every fainting^ note 
We heard the soul oF passion float ; 
While, In thy blue dissolving glance, 

^ptur'd rtad thy bosom's tranccj^ 



I 've sung and trembled, kiss'd and sung"). 
Tilly as we mingle breath with breath, 
Thy burning kisses parch my tongue, 
My hands drop listk^s- 9a ^h^ lyre, 
And, murmuring like a swan in deat^. 
Upon thy bosom I expire ! 
Yes, I indeed remember well 
Those Imp, of pl?3SHr« p^sit and o'^ > 
Why have I Uv'd their sweets to ul^ 
To tell, but .never f<?cl U\em; more I 
I should have die^, have awectJj ii^u 
In one of those impassionM dreams, 
"When languid, ifUnt Qix thy bre9M> 
Drinking thine eyes* deliciQU^ tez^USk 
My soul has fiutter'4: firom its nest* 
And on thy lip just parting si(h'4 ! , 
Oh ! dying thus a death of love. 
To heav n haw'd^9% ^(^4 I.gQ i 
He well might ho^^ fP^ jpys ^hs^^ 
Who had begj^^ tjwn Uwe ^c1q.w 1; . . 
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HERE IS the nymph, whose azure eye 
Can shine through rapture's tear ? 
The sua has sunk, the moon is high. 
And yet she comes not here ! 

Was that her footstep on the hiD, 

Her voice upon the gale ? 
No> 'twas the wind, and all is still. 

Oh, Maid of Marlivale f • 

Come to me, love, I *ve wander'd far, 

'Tis past the promised hour; 
Come to me, love, the twilight stac 

Sh^ll guide ihee to my bowec. 
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W HEN Time, who steals our years away, 

Shall steal oiirpkasures too^ ' t '' '< 

The memory of itit past wiU stay, • •> . T 
And half our joys reiiew. ■ •'_ ' o* 

Then, Chloe, when thy beauty's flower 

Shall feel the wintry air. 
Remembrance will recall the hour 

When thou alone wert hlr ! 



Then talk no more of future gloom ; 

O ur joya shall always last 1 '^ 
For hope shall brighten kkys to come. 

And memory gild the past ! > 

Come, Chloe, fill the genial bowl, 

I drink to love and thee ; 
Thou never canst decay in soul. 

Thou 'It still be young for me. 
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And as thy lips the tear-drop chase, 
Which on my cheek they find. 

So hope shall steal away the trace 
Which sorrow leaves behind ! 

Then fill the bowl — away with gloom ; 

Our joys shall always last ; 
For hope shall brighten days to come. 

And memory gild the past ! 

But mark, at thov^ oi &li«fe.]r«arft» .... 

When love ^bill ht» kft af^ 
My Chloe drops her tmld tOMnii ^ .. 

They mingle with my bowl ! 

How like this bowl oi mt^.tlVf filir^ 

Our loving life s&sdl fleeti ^ 
Though tears maysometioKes jmnglfttliefle*. 

The draught will still be sweet ! 

Then fill the bowl-^way nvifeL gloomi' 

Our joy& ibali alwvysiiasli 
For hope will brighocikdays to QOfne^ . 

And memory gild the past ! 
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THE SHRINE. 



TO 



M^ 



LY fates had destined me to rove 
A long, long pilgrimage of love, 
And many an altar on my way 
Has lur'd my pious step^ to stay ; 
For, if the saint was young and fair, 
I turned and sung my vespers there* 
This, from a youthful pilgrim's fire, 
Is \vhat your pretty saints require ; 
To pass, nor tell a single head, 
' Whh them would ht profane Indeed! 
But trust me, all this young devotion 
Was but to keep my zeal in motion, 
And, every humbler altar past, 
I now have rcach'd the shrine at last I 
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A TALE OP ROilANCE. 

JL HE darkness which hung upon WlUnni- 
berg'ss walk; 
Has long been* rc;nLemher'd with, awe and 
dismay ; 
For years not a sunheam had play'd in its halls, 
And it seem'd as shut CKit &om thv r«g.iono of 
day! 

Though the vallies were bflghtea'd hy m^Xky .a 

beam» 

Yet none cduld the wQQd.> of the costle Illune ; 

And the h'ghtfting^ which flasVd oa thene'^b- 

bouring »treajn,. 

Flew back, as if feaFXAg t^ enter the gloom! 

*' Oh! when shall this horrible darkness disperse?" 
Said Willumbcrg's lord to the seer of the cave ; 

" It can never dispel," said the wizard of verse, 
*« Till the bright star of chivalry h sunk in 
the wave !" 



AfA mh6 i^s ^ tngfct rftfte of diivilfy tH^l 
Who cottld be but Reuben, the 6omlv of the 

For Reuben was first in the combat of men, 
Thd«!gh 'fdiftfc had srtifte Written liis ti^mei^li 
her page. 

For Wniumberg's daughter his bosom had beat, 

Tdr R6^e, wfioSvas brfght as fhe spirit of d^^tr, 

Wheft Nvftli wtkird dt^pfrfng dl^mbrtdi, and siW^ry 

feet, 

It ^fks o**r tBe itoxrM of the thdtmt^rh ani 

fawnl 

Must Rose> then, from Reuben so fatally sever > 
Sad, skd Svttfc tte wofrds of 'Ae \feah 'pi iht 

eaVe, •• - •• •.. . y . 

That dirknt^ should Covier tht tasrteSrr^v^r; 
Or Reuben be sunk in the mcrciles^ W'ive ! 

She flew to the wizard — " And tell me, oh ! tell, 

" Shall my Reuben no more be restor'd to my 

ey^sf" ' • 

" V'^ft, yes— when a spirit sh^ll tGll the great bell 

•* Of the motildtrlVj^alibey, your il^dben shall 

risef' 



g6 P6EM,S» 

Twice^ thrice he rcpeftt^i " Voor Reubea sihalt 
; rise/* 

And Rose felt a tnoment's release ^from her 
pamj 
She wip'd^ whik she^ listen'd,, the tear from her 
eyes, 
And she hop*d she might yet see her hero again! 

I^tr hero could smile At the terrors of ^eath. 
When he felt that he died for ^ the sire of'bb 
Rose ; 
To the Oder he flew, and there plunging beneath, 
In the lapse of the billows soon^ found his 
repose. 

How strangely the order of destiny falls ! « 

Not long in the waters the warrior lay. 
When a siinbeam was seen to glaijtce over the 
walls. 
And the castle of Willumberg bask'd in the 
day ! , 

All, all but the soul of the maid was In light. 
There sorrow and terror lay gloomy and blank : 

Two days did she wander, and all the long night. 
In quest of her lovfe^ on the wide river's bank* 
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Oft, oft did she pause for the toll rf the bell. 
And she heard but the breathings of rfght in 
the air ; 
L'ong, long did she gale ott the watery iwcll, 
And she saw but the foam of the White billow 
there. 

And often aS riiidbight its veil would uhdraw, 
As she lookM at the light of the rooOn ih the 
stream, 
She thought 'twas his helmet of silver she saw. 
As the curl of the surge glittered high in the 
beam* 

And now the third night was begemming the sky, 
Poor Rose on the cold dewy margent redin'd, 

There wept till the tear alinost froze in her eye. 
When hark 1 *twas the bell that came deep in 
the wind I 

iShe startled, and saw, through tfiie glimmering 
shade, 
A form o'er the waters in majesty glide ; 
She knew 't vvas, her love, though his cheek was 
decay'd, 
And his helmet of silver was wash'd by the 
tide. 
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Was thisi ^ait th< aeer of the cave had toireUM ? 
Dfi^ dim dirong^ the phjiaton. the moon 
shot a gleam ; 
'T ma ftmikieii, fauii ah! he waa 4e9thly aid 
coM,. 
And fleeted away like the spell of a, dream ! 

*Tmcn9 thrice did h« rise, aad as often she thought 
From the h^vk toembraca htm, butnevei?, ah! 
never ! 

Then.apringing benoatha at a billow she caught^ 
And sisnk to repoae on its bosom for ever ! 



THE RIKO.* ; 

A TALK. 

AsMttlos Ule ynn» 



T. 



HE *appy ^7 tit Ieng«^'ah*v'4 
When Rupert was to wed 
The fairpct maid k SaXei^y, 
And takf her to his bed. 

As soon as morn was in the skjr. 

The feast and sports began ; 
The men admir'd the happy maid» 

The maids th^ hapjpy'm^ti* 

* I should be sorry to tjbifik thatjny ftreodl^d anfr 
serious intentions o£ frighteui^g the oinseiy by this 
story; I rather hope, though the manner of it leads me 
to doubt^ that his design was to ridicule that distempered 
taste, ivhich prefers these knbtlsteis of the fancy to the 
" speciosa mir^caU*' of troe poetic imagination. 

I find, by a not€ in the manuscript, that he inet with 
this story in a German author, Fromman upon Fascina* 
tion, book iii. part vi. chap. i8. On consulting the 
work, I perceive that Frommao quotes it from Belua- 
censis, among many other stories equally diabolical and 
interesting. £• 



I ^ POEMS. 

In many a sweet device of myth 

The day was pass'd along ; 
.^nd some the featly dance ^mus'd, 

And some the dulcet song. 

The younger maids with Isabel 
DiFported through the bowers, 

And deck'd her robe and crown'd her head. 
With mo^ey bridal flowers. 

The matrons all in rich attire> 

Within the castle walls» 
Sat listening to the choral strains 

That echo'd through the halls. 

Young Rupert and his friends repaired 

Unto a spacious court, 
To strike the bounding tennis-ball 

In feat and manly sport. 

Th<: bridcgrpm oBrhis iipg^r had 
The wedding-ring bo bright, 

Which was to grace thfe Illy hand 
Of Isabel that night. 



OrhH«hiii tit pley, 
VJhtit he the Hug might ky. 

Nvy*ri*iitfete«ottwai«aui««to<>d, ; 

Whicli ihitt M>ikmg hadi bctti ;. 
It was a Heacticn g(KW6a$>:or 

Ujpoa Its mfti^le^tfgi*: ih«n 
He trfcd th* ring (k> tfi;^ ' 

And, thSflfiMig it «(»m stfl^st «her«y 
Thereon he fusleuM it; 

AtKl ti6w the t«AnJ:^ s^dvtd #«m Oil, 
Till they tv«re W«atM iiil. 

And messengefa aflrxHUK^M ia theta ^ 
Their Rafter in the halt 

Young Rwpcrt for his vwddiag-^Hjg 

Urito the fltatoe went, 
But oh ! how was h€ shock'd to fiiiA 

The marble £ag«r beat ! • 
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The hand was clos'd upon the ting 
With firm and m^htf clasp ; 

In vain he tried, and triedy and triedy 
He could not loose the grasp ! 

Now sore surpris'd was Rupert's mindy 
As well his mind might be ; 

" I '11 come," quoth he, ** at night again, 
** Whco none are here to see." 

He went unto the feast, and much 

He thought upon his ring ; 
Ai\d much he wonder'd what could mean 

So very strange a thing ! 

The feast was o'er, and to the court 

He went without delay, 
Resolv'd to break the marble hand. 

And force the ring away ! 

But mark a stranger wonder still, 
The ring was there no more j 

Yet was the marble hand ungrasp'd, 
And opeu as before ! 
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H« searched the base, and all the court, 

And nothing could he find. 
But to jlhe castle did return 

With sore bewildered mind. t 

Within he fouiid tbe^ all in nurthy 

The night in dancing flew ; 
The youth another ring procur'd» 

And none tl}^' adventure knew. 

And now the piiest has join'd their hands, 

The hours of love advance i 

, .'Rupert almost forgets to think 

Upon the mom's nuschance. 

Within the bed fair Isabel 

In blushing sweetness lay^ 
Like flowers, half-open'd hj the dawn. 

And waiting for the day. 

And Rupert, by her lovely side. 

In youthful beauty glows, 
. Like Phoebus, when he bends to oast 
His beams upon a rose ! 
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Nor Itt Ac ten %c UM, 
But for th^ liorrM, hoirii tale 
/ It yctlwBto^imfoid! 

Sodfr Rtitptfrt, 'tHi^'xt )h5 %rid<! ttildhkn, 
A deatli.cby tfrrcSBftfbufld; ' 

He sttvf it not) bot tfcbttght Ire felt - 
Its ntns emfafr&te Uih tOltttL 

- He started up, an^ tK«ii tetufnM, 

But fdtrtidtfae tMntdnt •itill | 
In vain ht sbrutik, it dippM Inm itliiild, 
With damp «ml dttKfly tiii]} ? 

And when he iitttit, the eaittiy K|is 

A kiss <df horroi' ^Ve ; 
•'T^as likef the-siheli from ehartiel-vBtohs, 

Or from Ae tniulderfng grave I 

lU-faised Rupett, xvild and Idod 

Thou criedrt Co thy trifc, 
"• Ohi save me from tMelwrtTid fieii«, 

*«My laabd! tnyKfe!'* 
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But Isabel had nothing seen, 

She Ippk'd around in vain ; 
And much ahe mourn'd the mad concett 

That rack'd her Rupert's brain. 

At length from this invisible 
These words to Rupert came ; 

(Oh God ! while he did hear the woRis, 
What terrors shook his frame I ) 

*^ Husband ! husband ! I 've the ring 

" Thou gav*st to-day to me ; 
•* And thou 'rt to me for ever wed, 

" As I am wed to ihec I 

And all the night the demon lay 

Cold- chilling by his side, 
Aod strain'd him with such deadly gijasp^ 
He thought he should have died i 

But vvhen the dawn of day was near, 

The horrid phantom fled^ 
And left the affrighted youth to weep 

By Isabel in b«d« 
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All^ all th^ dajr Q gfobtty cbtid 
Was seen on Rupert^ brows ; 

l^r Isabel mta likemse -sod, 
But strove lo •cheer her spouse. 

And, as tke diy admncMy hettioiigh% 
Of cOttMrtg nigfet with fear ; 

Ahl tfcat hie must with terror irJew 
The bed that ^htmld be dearl 

At Icflglh ite second mght Btr\y% 
Again fheJr coueh they presft ) 

Poor Rupert hop'd that all w^s o'er, ' 
And looked for Jove and rest. 

But oh! when midtilght tamt, agala^ 
The fiend was at his side, 

And, as h ^rain'd hm in its gritsj^. 
With howl exwUing cried, 

"Httsbandl hupsbat>dl I'te therlsg^ 
*« The wng t^rou- gav'^ to met 

" And thodi 'n t^ tftfe for ever wed, 
" As I am wcd4o theel" 
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id agowf ef m\A desfiaii-^ 

He stmtd fi<om the. bed ; 
Aid.dtti$ to his beiriUev-d wsGr> 

The trefmbiing Rupot said : 

'* Oh Imbdi doat thou not see 

<^ A shsfie of horrors hoe,. 
^ Thjit stvauis me to the dtadlf k>iir> 

<' And keeps ine from mf dear ?" 

*^ Nd^ 1UI9. mY lone ! mj Riipert^ I 

'* No sh^pe o€ hocroes see $ 
« And ouich I niouni the pbantasjr 

** That ioBCf ^ my dear from, me !" 

Thts nigbti just like the night before? 

In tianass pai^ away. 
Nor did the demon iniauh theace 

Before the dawii of day, 

Says Rupert then^ ^* My Isabel, 

** Dear partner of my woe, 
** To Father Aosun's holy cave 

" This instant will I go." 
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Now Austin was a reverend man. 

Who acted wotiders maiitt, 
Whom all the country round' belie v'd 

A devil or a saint I 

To Father Austin'^ holj^ cave 
Then Rupert went full straight, 

And told him all, and ask'd him hoit 
To remedy his fiate* 

The Father heard the youth, and th^a 

Retired awhile to pray ; 
And, having pray'd for half an hcur^ 

Retum'd, and thus did say : 

** There is a place where foiir roads m«et, 
« Which I will tell to thee; ' 

•* Be there this cve^ at fall of nighty 
" And list what thou shalt sec, 

" THou *lt see a group of figores p&s 
'* In strange disordered crowd, • 

" Travelling by torch-light thro' the roads 
** With noises strange and londi 
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«< And jQ^SitJiat '8 high ^bcnre the refit, 

<« Terri^AAwfert»g?o*er, . 
<» Will make thee kiiO¥»; him at a glance, . 

*< So I seedi 8ay no more. 

** To him ^xdimeithjese taUeta Jnre, 
" They '11 8c»n be nndeistood ;V 

^ Thcmnped'at^ot foB*^ butgiTC thenk'straight j 
*• I fre^criwl^d them with my Wood !*' 

*]!hct ttight^faU came, land Rupert aB. 

In pale a93ajzement went - 
To where the croas^oad^ mst,. and he 

Was.by the Fither sent. 

^nd 16 ! a gronp. t>f ) figarea came - - 

In krange diaorderM crowd, 
. Travelling. i)y torch4ight through the roads^ 
With ssoiaki strange and load* 

And, as the glodtoy train advanc'd^ 

Rupert beheld from far 
A ftmale form of wanton mien^ 

Seated upon a car* 



lib POEMS. 

And Itrupeit) a^.he gaai'd upiNi 
The loofldy^-i^stcd damei 
■' Tbottglst oF the inatble status's loofk^ 
For hen was just the umt. 

BCTibditfr>Mlk^4l:a:iitiitQli£:fDrm^ " 
With £f ebatts ^sfasBg depth i ' 

ItiTiKBe'er be bt-ea^'d,ift ndphnir^dlsttioki 
£!aine buvniiig in. hx% brcadi ! 

Ifle see{n'd:thtt/ii($t.o£ idlthe cKnrid'. 

Terrific tCDiveohig lo'eri . . 
M Yes, ,|3e«»** said Rupert^ ** tllk isihe, 

<« And I need ask Ao tuore. 

Theft -i^f}«r he irent^ and to thn fiead 

The tablets. tteddDting -gaw. 
Who look'd and read f hem with a yell 

TbaL would disturb the grave* 

And wheo he sniv the blo<id>scraivrd namei 

Hi's eyes with fury idiinc ; 
** I thought,*' cries he, ** his time was out, 

•* But he must soon be mine !'* 
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Then darting at the youth a look, . 

Which rent his soul with fear. 
He went unto the female fiend, 

And whisper^^ in hef ear« 

The fttnale fiend no sooner heard; '*" 

Than, with reluctant look. 
The very ring that Rupert lost. 

She from her finger took. 

And, giving it unto the youth. 
With eyes that brcath'd of hcl!. 

She said, in that tremendous voice. 
Which he remember'd well : . 

t 
** In Austin's name take back the ring, 

** The ring thou gav'at to me ; 
" And thou ^rt to me no longer wed, 

" Nor longer I to thee." 

He took the ring, the rabble pass'd, 

He home return'd again ; 
His wife was then the happiest fair. 

The happieftt he of men ! 
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80NG. 

ON THE BIRTIi-DAY OF M&S^ 
WRITTEV IN IRELAND* 



vy F all my happiest hours of joy. 
And even I have had my measure^ 

When hearts were full, and ev'ry eye 
Has kindled with the beams of pleasure ! 

Such hours as this I ne'er was given > 
So dear to friendship, dear to blisses ; 

Young Love himself looks clown from heaven, 
To smile on such a day as this is ! 

Then oh I my friends, the hour improve. 
Let *s feci as if we nc*er could sever j 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy rcmember'd ever ! 
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Oh ! banish ev'ry thought to-night, 

Which could disturb our souls' comioumoin ; 

Abandoned thus to dear delight^ 

We '11 cv'n for once forget the Union ! 

On that let statesmen try their pow'rs. 

And tremble o'er the rights they 'd die for ; 

The union of the soul be ours. 
And every union else we sigh for I 

Then oh ! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let 's feel as if we ne*cr could sever ; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remembered ever-! 

In every eye around I mark 

The feelings of the heart o'erflowing ; 
From every soul I catch the spark 

Of sympathy, in friendslvp glowing ! 

Oh ! could such moments^ever fly, 

Oh ! that we ne'er were doom'd to lose *em ; 
And all as bright as Charlotte's eye, 

And all as pure as Chailotte's bosom. 

But ohJ' my friends, this hour improve, 
Let\ feel as if we ne'er could sever ; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remembeiM ever ! 
L 3 
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For me, whatever roy span of years. 
Whatever sun may light my roving ; 

Whether I waste my life in tears, 

Or live^ as now, for mirth and loving ! 

This day shall come with aspect kind. 
Wherever fate may cast your rover ; 

He '11 think of those he left behind, 

And drink a health to bliss that 's over ! 

Then oh 1 my friends, this hour improve^ 
Let 's feci as if we ne'er could sever ; 

And m:iy the birth of her we love 
15e thus^th joy remember'd ever! 
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TO A BOY, 

WITH A WATCH. 
WRITTEN FOR A FRIKNO. 

IS it not sweet, beloved youth ! 

To rove through Erudition's bowers, 
And cull the goldeti fruits of truth. 

And gather Fancy's brilliant flowers ? ' 

And U it not more sweet than this. 
To feel thy parents' hearts approving, 

And pay them back in sums of bliss 
The dear, the endless debt of loving ? 

It must be so to thee, my youth ; 

With this idea toil is lighter ; 
This sweetens all the fruits of truth, 

And makes the flowers of fancy brighter ! 

The little gift we send thee, boy. 

May sometimes teach thy soul to ponder. 

If indolence or siren joy 

Should ever tempt that soul to wander* 

'T will tell thee that the winged day 

Can ne'er be chain'd by man's endeavour ; 

That life and time shall fade away, 

While heav'n and virtue bloom for ever ! 
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FRAGMENTS OF COLLEGE EXERCISES. 
Nobilitas sola est atque tmica virtus. 

JUYZNAL. 

jyiARK those proud boasters of a splendid 

line, 
Like gilded ruins, mouldering while they shine. 
How heavy sits that weight of alien show. 
Like martial helm upon an infant's brow ; 
Those borrowed splendours, whose contrasting' 

light 
Throws back the native shades in deeper night. 

Ask the proud train who glory's shade pursue. 
Where are the arts by which that glory grew I 
The genuine virtues that with eagle-gaze 
Sought young Renown in all her orient blaze ! 
Where is the heart by chymic truth refin'd, 
Th' exploring soul, whose eye had read mankind? 
Where are the links ^hat twin'd, with heav'nly art. 
His country's interest round the patriot's heart ? 
Where is the tongue, that scatter'd words of fire? 
The spirit, breathing through the poet's lyre ? 
Do these descend with all that tide of fame 
Which vainly waters an unfruitful name? 
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Jiistum bcUum qnibus necessatium, et pia arma quibus 
pulU nisi in amis rcliuqnitur spec. Litt* 



JLS there oo call, no consecrating cause, 
Approv'd by hcav'n, ordainM by nature's laws, 
Where justice flies the herald of our way. 
And truth's pure l^eams upon the banners play i 

Ycsy there 's a call sweet as an angel's breath 
To sluqiberlng babes, or innocence in death; 
And urgent as the tongue of heaven within. 
When the mind's balance trembles upon sin. 
Oh ! 'tifif our country's voice, whose claim should 

meet 
An echo in the soul's most deep retreat ; 
Along the heart's responding string should run. 
Nor let a tone there vibrate— but the one I 
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Mary, I bclicvM thee true, 
And I was bkai »i^ iIhw believing ; 

But. now I mourn that e*er I knew 
A girl ao hit and so deceiving \ 

Few have ever lov'd like roe. 

Oh ! I have lov*d thee too sincerely, ! , 
And |cw,b^ve e'er deceived like thee, 

Alas ! dc^eiv'd nae too severely, L .;..,. 

Fare thee well, yet think a while 

On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt thee; 
Who now would rather trust that smile, ' 

And die with thee than live without thee ! 

Fare thee well, I '11 think of thee, 
■ Thou leav'st me many a bitter token ; 
For see, disti acting woman ! see, 

My peace is gone, my heart is broken ! 
Fare thee well ! ' 

• I believe these words were adapted by Mr, Little 
to the pathetic Scotch air " Galla Water/ » E. 
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W HY docs azure deck the sky i 
•**rls t6 btfiike thylot*^ of blue 5 
Why is red the rose's dye ? 
f .Bces^se it is thy hlqshcs? hue. • j 
AU 1;b9,t 's faifi by Jove's decree. 
Has bgi^O: made r^aemUing thee! 

Why is falling snow so white. 
But to be like thy bof oiii fair ? 

Why are solar beams so bright i 
That they may seem thy golden hair ! 

All that 's bright, by love's decree j 

Has been made resembling thee ! 

Why are naturcls beauties felt ? 

Oh ! 'tis thine in her we see ! 
Why has rtiusic power to melt ? 

Oh ! because it speaks like thee* 
All that 's sweet, by Iqve'a decree, 
Has been made resepibling thee ! 



/' 
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MORALITY. 

A FAMILIAR EPISTLE^ 

ADDRESSED TO '. - - 

JOS. AT— NS— N, EaQ:^ M,IJL..I«f%.* 

X HOUGH long at sl:liool and cdllege dozing 
On books of rhynie and books of prosing,- 
Aad copying from tbeir moral flaged ^ 
Fine recipes for forming sages ; 
Though long with those divines at sfcliool, 
Who think to inake us good by rule ; 
Who, in methodic forms advanfcing;, 
Teaching morality like dancing, 
Tcil us, for heaV'n oritioney's ^ake, 
What siepi we are through life to take j 
Though thus, my friend, so long employed. 
And so much midnight oil desttoy'd, 

* The gentlciuan to whom this poem is*addiesscd is 
the author of some esteemed works, and was Mr. Lit- 
tic*s moft particular fHend, I h&ve heard Mi*. Little 
very frequently speak of him as oiK in whohi " the 
elements were so mixed," that neither in his head or 
heart had nature left any deficiency. EoiroR. 
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t must confe86» my (^arohes ya^U .. 
I only learn'd /a Jouk at Ust, 

I find the doSors aod tbc^agci . . ; 

iEiave difFer'd ia all dimes and ages, . : ; 1 

And two in fifty acar<$e agree 
On what is pure morality ! 
'Tis like the rmbonr's fiiifttng tont. 
And every vision makes its. own. 

The doctors of the Poreh advise^ 
As modes of being great and wise, 
That we should cease to own or know 
The luxuries that from feeling flow. 

<* Reason alone must claim direction^ 
^' And Apathy 's the soul's perfection. 
** Like a dull lake the heart must liet 
** Nor passion's gale nor pleasure's sigh, 
'* Though heav^ the breeze, the breath supplied^' 
^* Must curl the wave or swell the tide !" 

Such was the rigid Zeno's plan 
To form his philosophic man ; 
Such were the modes he taught mankind 
To weed the gaiden of the mind 5 
They tore aw^y some *ttfeedsf 'tis true,- 
But all ihtjlowert were ravishM too 1 

M 
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Now listen to liVe #ify vtraitM 
Whichy on Cyren^'s ^andj^ jpbitkiffi 
When pleasure, nyroph with loosen'd zone, 
Usurp'd the phtktototpkk ih¥blie| ' 
Hear what the eiwiftly S9fg^4*Aaa^c 
To his surrounding pa^sMJUlg-z . - '• 

" Pleasure ^BAktotAy iidbie c^nd 
^< To which all hti«aa {kyw^s should' teB4> ^ 
" And Virtue gives her heav'nly lore, 
** But to make pledsUi^ plesrse' us more! 
" Wisdom and she #ef%-both design'd 
" To make the senses more vefin'd, 
*< That man might f^vel, freetfrom cloyiftg, 
•* Then most a sage, when most enjoying !*' 

Is this morality ? (5h, nol 
E'en I a wiier jiith cotold sho<w. - 

The flower within this vase coiifirt*^^' 
Thep^Ve, th* otifadkig iflower of ^ind,. 
Must not thro^v all-it^ «Weets aw««5f 
Upon a mortal mould of clay ; 
No, no! its richest br^atli sh0uid rise 
In virtue's incense-to t^e^s^lctes! - 

But thus it is, all sects we see 
Have watch-jft'oi ds of -morality ; 

* Aristippus. 



\ 
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Some cry out Veiiuf^ •others Jave, ■ ^ '> ^ r **-* 
Here 'tis religion, there 'to loirc ! i j^iUi 

Biit while tbeytiuis SO: wis«ly winder, ,3;^ 

While inysticad«cftiPf\ftoA<iQ<^<W5 pontkfii— ;>r) 
And some, in dUIcctieejfonrtj . 1 :I]JV# 

Seek virtue ia a niiddJc turrn ; ^ au ioa.1 

While thus tljt^y ftttijte^ invheay'flfi defiartc^jwrJ ^ 
To chai lb nabOr^lity. with' >cieQCe r- ^ *,! f 

The plain, good man, whose actions teach 
More virtue than a sect can preach, 
Pursues his cotmc, -tiinBig^rly bfest, 
His tutor whispering in his breast 5 
Nor could he act a purer part, 
Though ht had Tully all by h«»rt ; 
And when he drops the tear on woe, 
He little knows or cares to know trr 

That EpitJtctus b!am'\3^tHat tear, • ^f ^r^ 
By heav'n approved*, id virtue deorj ^^^O 

Oh! when I *ve scesi'themoniingberm ^ 
Floating within the dimpled stream ; 
While Nature, wakening frohfi the nighf, ^ 
Has just put on her robes of Tight, ' y^^^ 
Have I, with cold optlciah^s gaze,' ^ *^^fiu 
Explored the doctrine of thoge'rayS ?" '^^ O ^ 
No, pedants, T have left to you, 
Nicely to separate hue from hue : 
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Go, give that moment up to art, 
When heav'n and nature claim the heart, 
And, dull to all thctr best attraction, 
Go^i-measure angk* of refruction ! 
While I, in feeling's sweet romance. 
Look on each day^-beam as a glance 
Prom the great eye of Hrm above, 
Wak'ning his world with looks of love \ 



A NIGHT THOUGHT. 

XXOW oft a cloud, with envious veil 
Obscures yon bashful Ught, 

Which seems so modestly to steal 
Along the waste of night ! 

'Tis thus the world's obtrusive wrongs 

Obscure with malice keen 
Some timid heart, which only longs 

To live and die unseen ! 



rosus, 12; 



ELEGIAC STANZAS, 



S!c juvat perire. 



W HEN wearied wr^xhes sink to ateep. 
How heavenly soft their slumbers lie ! 

How sweet is death to those who weep. 
To those who weep and long to ^ifc ! ' '' ' 

Saw you the soft and grassy beS, " ' 
Where flow'rets deck the green earth*^ lireattt? 

'Tis ther© I wish to ky my head, ' ^ 

'Tis there I wish to sleep at rest ! 



Oh ! let not tcar^ embalm my tomb, 
None but the deWs by twilight givcn^ 

Oh ! let not sighs disturb the gloom, 
None but the whispering Winds of heaven ['^ 
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